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The magic MIDGET made 


LasT month 
you heard all 
about Roger 
Merrywell 
and the Jolly 
Rogers, so 
this time I'm 
going to tell 
you about 
Sunny, the 
Family Baby, 
and the magic Midget made. 

Sunny is going on three now and 
Midget is her guardian angel. You've 
heard about him before. Midget is 
really Captain Midget and you mustn’t 
forget his title because that is very im- 
portant indeed to Midget. 

Well, Captain Midget of the Mil- 
karpies is a remarkable little fellow. 
In fact the Milkarpies are the most 
wonderful little people you ever heard 
of. They are like fairies or elves. You 
can’t see them or touch them. And 
they live — guess where? In milk! 
Yes, in the very milk you drink 
every day. 

These little Milkarpies are busy all 


day building up the health and strength 
of children. That's their work, and 
they’d rather do that than you would 
to play. 

When Sunny was a tiny little baby, 
hardly a month old, she was very thin 
and weak—and all funny and wrinkled. 
Would you believe it? Not a bit the 
way she looks now with her chubby 
face and goldeny curls. Mother Merry- 
well was just Haast -tanany was 
too weak to eat anything. 

Then along came Captain Midget 
and whispered in Mother Merrywell’s 
ear. Oh, yes, he did! And she heard 
him, too,, because Mother Merrywell 
believes in fairies. And Captain Midget 
saluted her (she didn’t see him salute 
because he is invisible but that’s what 
all captains do) and he said: 

“T’ve taken a great fancy 

to your little baby and it 
you will dowhat I tell you, 
I'll help you make her 
strong and well.” And 
Mother Merrywell said, 
““What shall I do?” 

“Get a can of Eagle 


Brand Condensed Milk and feed it 
to Sunny. Meanwhile I'll send for 
my band of Milkarpies and we will 
begin to work our magic.” 


So Mother Merrywell did just what 
Captain Midget said. And lo and 
behold! He was as good as his 
word for Sunny began to grow from 
that very moment. Today she is the 
prettiest and best baby in all Gail’s 
Valley. 

Sunny still drinks Eagle Brand Milk 
and so do Babs and Roger, even if they 
are big. Because Eagle Brand makes you 
grow. Anyway Mother Merrywell feels 
she has to give them ys Brand 
just to oblige Captain Midget, who 
made Sunny so healthy and happy. 


How do you suppose he did it? 
Well ’s magic and 
ifyouwill getyourmoth- 
ertowriteto The Borden 
Company, makers of 
Eagle Brand milk, for a 
copy of Milkarpie Magic 
you'll learn all about 


The Growing Health Crusade 


"THE fight launched by The Borden Company against malnutrition 
among American school children is gathering momentum every 
day. Thousands of educators, health workers, and parents have 
written The Borden Company commending their good work. For 
malnutrition is an ever-increasing danger. 


How to treat malnutrition is told in the now famous 3 Little 
Books which you can have for the asking. They tell you things 
every mother should know. And they give you a scientific explana- 
tion of why Eagle Brand is so successful for treating malnutrition. 
Write for a free set of the 3 Little Books, and a copy of Milkarpie 
Magic for the children. THE BORDEN COMPANY, 284 Borden 
Bidg., 350 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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“A child should behave mannerly at table— 
At least as far as he is able.” 


For tiny hands 


. any child’s delight in his porringer, 
his cup, his tray. What a symbol of true 
affection—a gift of sterling—a gift to babyhood 
to endure through life. 


Gorham offers many varieties for your selec- 
tion, each beautifully wrought, each carefully 
planned to be just right for tiny hands. 


These pieces are sold singly or in sets. All 
moderately priced, some represent most unusual 
values, as examination of the designs and work- 
manship will prove. 


Your jeweler will show you a wide range ot 
Gorham'‘s Silver for babies. Ask, too, for the 
booklet, “Silver for Babies.” 


THE GORHAM COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE NEW YORK 


GORHAM 
SILVERSMITHS TO THE NURSERY 


Protect your baby’s silver with 
Gorham’s Silver Polish 


No children are better 
loved than these little 
Dutch Folk.The Dutch 
Folk Set is moderately 

riced. Plate $9; Bowl 
B12: Cup $11. 


This beautifully designed 
sterling cup hasallthecharm 
of a Stevenson verse. Chil- 
dren love it. Price $14. 
(Style No. A 4708.) 


Always needed—a spoon. 
Gorham'‘s are reinforced to 
withstand hard use. Four- 
pieceset $9.75.Spoon$2.25. 


Napkin ringstoinspire neat- 
ness. Mother Goose ring $3. 
Plain silver $1. 


Gorham forks fortinyhands. 
Designs of cats, dogs and 
animal friends. Four-piece 
set $9.75. Fork $2.25. 


Porringer from the“A-B-C—1-2-3” 
Set. Price, Porringer $21; Cup 


$14; Bowl $15.50; Plate $15. 
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Curved handle spoon with 
stork design. Tobeengraved 
with important baby dates! 
(Also 10 other stork mod- 
els.) This one $3. 


This “Please More” cup is 
reallya wonderful giftvalue. 
Specially priced—$5. 


Little knives $3 each. Knife, 
in set with fork, spoon and 
pusher—$9.75. 


The Pusher—Easyto 
gtip, but notto bend. 
Four-piece set $9.75. 
Pusher $2.25. 





‘ 
\ 
y 
\ 
\) 
N 
y 
\ 
\ 
N 
\ 
J 
\ 
y 
\ 
\ 
\) 
) 
\ 
\) 
\) 
\) 
\ 
\ 
) 
‘ 
J 
WJ 
, 
y 
\ 
\ 
\) 
\ 
\ 
) 
\) 
\ 
\ 
\) 
\) 
\ 
\) 
\ 
) 
\ 
J 
\) 
\ 
\ 
) 
\ 
\ 
i 
i 
N 
\ 
\) 
\ 
\ 


c 
q)) 


(@)) 


) 


CHILD LIFE 


PUBLISHED MONTHLY 


Volume II] 


COVER DESIGN Hazel Frazee 


GREETING PAGE 


IN May THE PLay 
Drawing by R. J. Appel 


Rose Waldo 


PLAYS AND PAGEANTS 
Drawing by R. J. Appel 
A MIDNIGHT PERFORMANCE . 
Drawing by R. J. Appel 
DREAM NEEDLES ete 
Illustrations by Ethel Cline 


Frontispiece 
Helen Wing 


Frances Cavanah 


FANCIES 


THE HUCKABUCK FAMILY 


: Carl Sandburg 
Illustrations by John Gee Curley 


NURSERY NUGGETS 
Just LIKE THIS Bess Devine Jewell 
A ROCK-A-BYE SONG . Helen Wing 
ae Would... oe J Ae De Wien 
Drawings by Dorothy M. Schnellock 


HAPPINESS HALL 


May DANCE . Josephine van Dolzen Pease 
ROsE, WHEN YOU’RE BORED WITH 
BLOOMING . Mary Carolyn Davies 
Drawings by Verna Grisier McCully 
THE ADVENTURES OF TOM TRIPP 
Molly Winston Pearson 
Illustrations by Billie E. Waddell 


CONTENTS FOR MAY, 1924 


Number 5 


TYPES OF CHILDREN 


THE TUMBLED Down House . Clara Ingram Judson 
Illustrations by Donn P. Crane 


DICK AND DOLLY’s DECORATION Day 
Margaret Warde 
Illustrations by Billie E. Waddell 


TOYTOWN TATTLER 
PUZZLE—FIND THE ELVES 


WHO’S WHO IN THE ZOO . 
Illustration by Milo Winter 


THE JOLLY J’S 
VaN Day 


OUTDOOR SPORTS 


KICK AND PUNCH ..._ Dr. Emmett Dunn Angell 
Illustrations by L. Kate Deal 


My Mowmmy’s Lap 
GOOD CITIZENS’ LEAGUE 
IN FILM LAND 

PENROD AND SAM . 


INDOOR PASTIMES 
Your DREss AND DOLLY’S 
MOTHER’S FLOWER . Marie W. Driggs 
My MOTHER . . Mary Carolyn Davies 
Illustrations by Marie W. Driggs 
OUR BOOK FRIENDS 


JOY GIVERS’ CLUB 


Alfred Wideman 
Helen Hudson 


Ruth Bradford 


Helene Nyce 
Marjorie Barrows 


Dixie Willson 


Harriet Michael 


. Avis Freeman Meigs 


a 1921—Entered as second-class matter December 28, 1921, at_the Post Office at Chicago, Illinois, under the Act of 


3, 1879. Ross Waxpo, Editor; Marsornre Barrows, Assistant Ed: 


itor; Ropert A. Burton, Jr., Advertising 


Coogee of Marc! anager. 
RMS: To the United States, Alaska, Hawaii, the Philippines, Porto Rico, Cuba, and Mexico, $3.00 per year; single copies 


35 cents. Canada, $3.00 a year. Other foreign countries, $4 


00 a year. 
Change of address should be received not later than the first of the Soedieg month and should give the old as well as the new address. 


Member of Audit Bureau of Circulations. 


RAND M¢NALLY & COMPANY 
- H. B. CLOW, President 


536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 


42 E. 22d Street, New York 


Cuttp Lire and its editors receive manuscripts and art materials, 


submitted for publication, only on the understanding that they shall not be 


responsible for loss or injury thereto while in their possession or in transit. Copies of manuscripts should be retained by the authors. 
Copyright, 1924, by Ranp M¢Natiy & Company. 


MADE IN U. S. A. 


SOOOCOOOL eee ee ei ea ae) 





May, 1924 


The Night that Dreams 
were Sold 


ty night long, long ago all the people in the little 
village of Thurin were awakened by a beautiful sound. 
It reminded most of them of the music which came from 
the silver flute, which their king played, but it was softer 
even than that. 


Everyone rushed to the window to see what it could be. There in the 
middle of the street stood a little old man with a golden trumpet such as 
none had ever seen before. He was clad in a green suit with yellow shoes; 
from his shoulders hung a-red cape, while a long red feather stuck out of 
his hat. It was he who was playing. 


At last, when every window was open, and all the people were listen- 
ing, he stopped and said to them, “I am the Maker of Dreams. In the past 
I have always given you happy dreams. Yesterday my daughter was stolen 
by a wicked prince and he will only give her: back when I pay him one 
hundred silver pennies. So tonight I am selling my dreams for two silver 
pennies each. Who will buy?” ; 


Everyone bought a dream on the spot. Those for the girls he took 
from the purple basket in front of him and those for the boys from the 
orange basket behind him. And so many dreams did he sell that very night 
that he made all the money he wanted and hurried away to buy back his 
daughter. 


Here is a booklet that will delight 
the children 


“Silent Reading Crayon Games” is the title of a 24-page booklet which we 
have just published, and which every mother will want for herself and her children. 

To the mother it explains the growing importance of Silent Reading, as it is 
taught today in the most modern schools. For the children, it provides 22 pages 
of interesting stories and puzzles, with pictures for them to color. One of these 
pages is shown in reduced size above. 

In order to cover in part the cost of publishing and mailing this booklet, we 
are obliged to make a nominal charge of 25 cents for it. Its value, from the stand- 
point of both education and amusement, is far greater. Send for it today. 


SILENT READING DEPARTMENT 


BINNEY & SMITH CO. 


41 East 42nd Street New York 





fe 

lan 
A vi) A a. 
WA 

Si S 


RA 


cy 


~ 
(QE 


ae PN 
ee 
wes 


IN MAY—THE PLAY! 


OF ALL the joys that crowd the spring 
The play, the play's the only thing 

That gives us words to help express 

Our love of all earth's loveliness! 

In wintertime it’s well enough 

To stay indoors when winds are rough; 

But in the merry month of May 

Beneath real trees we set our play. 

So all aboard now, Child Life band, 

We're off—we're off for Dramaland! 


Nee Hasta tit 








A MIDNIGHT PERFORMANCE 


HELEN WING 


IF YOU could creep out on a summer's night 
And tip-toe away to a wood, 

Holding your breath and making yourself 

As little as ever you could, 


It wouldn't be long till you"heard a sound 
As small as a piece of a thread 

And then if you'd listen and\not even wink 
You could hear what the fairies said: 


For on magical nights when the moon hangs low 
And stars make a firework’s display 

It’s all understood they will gather there 

To put on a fairy play. 


They make their own costumes of silver mist 
And powder each tip of a wing 

And. then a green froggy in charge of the band 
Tells all of the crickets to sing. 


The glossiest glowworms will carry their lamps 
And form in a glimmer-y line, 

Then the curtain of cobwebs wil! slowly arise 
While they make the wee foot-lights shine. 


Then fairies will twirl themselves out on the stage, 
All flickering that way and this, 

And._leaves in the gallery will clap their hands 

Till the actors have thrown them a kiss. 


So. down comes the curtain and ‘‘blink”’ go the lights 
While moonbeams stay whiter than.cream 

‘Till you find yourself home in your own little bed 
And pretend you've been dreaming a dream. 
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DREAM-NEEDLES 


By FRANCES CAVANAH 


CHARACTERS 


Joy, who is six and dressed in a patched gingham apron. She 
is the sort of little girl whom you immediately picture 
wearing orchid organdie with frills and a lacy bonnet. The 

wn-ups will say, ‘‘Wouldn’t she be lovely if she were just 
Snaad up?” Of course, we children know that she ceuldn’t 
be one bit prettier than she is right now. 

DAVID, about nine, who is not so pretty but whom you'll love 
just as much and maybe a bit more. Perhaps if Joy had a 
mother and daddy of her own and a real home with a cooky jar 
in the pantry and a shiny banister to slide downstairs on, he 
would pull her hair just as other brothers do. But, you see, 
Joy and David live in an orphans’ home and, though the 

wn-ups in —— are kind, when there is only one matron 
or a hundred children there can’t be very much mothering 
for each one. Except for Joy. David sees to that. 

Jimmy, the big boy who tells Joy that there aren’t any fairies. 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS, prime minister of Fairyland. 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS, his tiny wife, whose clothes 
and wings are in the very latest style. 

THE WOODLAND FLOWERS, at least one Butter- 
cup, one Bluebell and one Wild Rose and as 
many more of each as you care to have. Each 
wears a crepe paper , the color of the 
flower she represents, with petal-shaped strips 
forming the skirt. They carry balls of yarn 
the color of their 
costumes. 

SCENE: A corner 
of the orphans’ 
home grounds. 
Joy sits on a 
bench, right cen- 
ter, sobbing 
heart-brokenly. 

{Enter DaviD, who 
rushes right up to 
his little sister.] 
DAVID (with 

a sob in his own 

voice): Joy, what 

is the matter. 

Tell David, 

please do. 

(When she con- 

tinues to sob): 


Joy, you would 


have told Mummy, and you just must tell me. 

Joy: He—he—said there weren’t any fairies. 

DAVID (clenching his fists and ready for a fight): 
Who said there weren’t? 

Joy: Jimmy, one of the big boys. 
I want there to be fairies. 

DAviD (fiercely): Of course, there are fairies. 
Ever since we’ve come to the orphans’ home they’ve 
been taking care of us, just as Mummy said they 
would. Why, they always stay with us at night 
and keep the dark from hurting. You say yourself 
that you have felt them kiss you in your dreams. 

Joy: I told Jimmy that, but he said I was just 

dreaming. He said I couldn’t prove that 
there are fairies and that things you can’t 
prove just aren’t. 
DAVID (taken aback): Well, Mummy 
said there were and I guess she knew. 
Joy: But Jimmy said you couldn’t 
prove it. Oh, 
prove it, David, 
please prove it. 
Davip: Just 
give me time to 
think real hard 
a minute and 
maybe I can. 
[He sits on the 
ground, stops his 
ears with his fin- 
gers and closes his 
eyes, oh, so tightly. 
Enter LorD and 
LaDy TWIDDLE- 


WINKS. Joy és 
alleyes, for it isn’t 


Oh, David, 
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walk into an orphans’ home. 
Davin is thinking so hard 
that he doesn’t even notice 
them, not even when LORD 
TWIDDLEWINKS takes a 
calling card from his pocket 
and clears his throat to 
attract attention. So LADY 
TWIDDLEWINKS lickles him 
with a piece of yarn she 
takes from the upturned 
flower that serves as her 
knitting bag. Davin looks 
up now with a start, I can 
tell you, and LORD T WIDDLE- 
WINKS hands him the card, 
as ‘“‘man to man,” so the 
grown-ups would say.) 

DAVID (stammering in embarrassment as he reads 
the card): Lord Twiddlewinks, prime minister of 
Fairyland. O—o—o—oh! 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS (after bowing very formally): 
Lady Twiddlewinks, allow me to introduce David. 
(To David who nods in a very scared sort of way): 
May we meet your little sister? 

DAVID: Oh, this is Joy. 

Joy (who has been taught to shake hands with 
visiting committees): Should I shake hands with 
them, David? 
|But LADY TWIDDLEWINKS settles this for her by prompily kissing 

her. LORD TWIDDLEWINKS bows and kisses her hand just as 

his little wife holds out her hand to Davip. DAvID, trying 
hard to do the proper thing, watches the prime minister closely 
and makes a rather awkward bow as he kisses LADY TWIDDLE- 

WINKS’ hand.] 

JOY (getting over her shyness as any little girl would 
after being kissed by a fairy): Are you a really-truly 
fairy, or are those just play wings? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS (with dignity because, you 
see, he and his wife have specially pretty wings): 

Of course not. I must say that in spite 
of Lady Twiddlewinks’ age— 

LADY ‘TWIDDLEWINKS (laughing 
and shaking her 
finger at him): 

Be careful, 
Twiddle. 

Lorp TwIp- 
DLEWINKS: Well 
—er— ah—/ 
mean, though 
Lady Twiddle- 
winks is no 
longerthe young 
girl of ahundred 
years ago, her 
taste in wings 
is still consid- 
ered the best in 
Fairyland. 
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Joy: Oh, David, now at 
we can prove to Jimmy 5 
that there really are 
fairies. ; 

LADY TWIDDLE- 

WINKS: Is Jimmy the 
boy who said there 
weren’t? 
DAVID (surprised): 
How did you know 
that? 
LORD TWIDDLE- 
WINKS: We felt you 
thinking, of course. That’s why we're here. 

Davip: Could you feel us thinking way to 
Fairyland? 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS (with pride): A new inven- 
tion of Lord Twiddlewinks. 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: Wireless thought flyer. 
you know. But even in the old days you could 
prove fairies if you just thought hard enough. 

DAviIp: But you came so soon. Isn’t Fairyland 
a long way off? 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: No, indeed. Just around 
the corner from your heart, that is, if your heart 
is kind enough. 

DAVID (edging up to her): Lady Twiddlewinks. 
don’t you kiss Joy in her dreams and keep the dark 
from hurting? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: Of course, she does. 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: Oh, I have hundreds of 
fairies helping me. My special work is the children’s 
dreams. : 

DaviD (eagerly): Oh, do you give us our pretty 
eams? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: Certainly, she 

knits them herself. 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: Not all of 
them. I make 
the ones you 
have in the 
night time. 
Another fairy 
lady knits the 
nap dreams. 
(Pulling bright 
yarns from her 
knitting basket): 
Tell me what 
you want to 
dream tonight 
and I’ll knit 
them, ’specially 
toorder. Choose 
dreams that will 
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make you laugh when 
you tell them to each 
other in the morning. 

Joy: May I have a 
dream about a dolly 
like the one I used to 
have? 

LADY TWIDDLE- 
WINKS: And a doll 
house and a carriage, 
too, if you want them, 
Joy. 

Joy (clapping her 
hands): Oh, Goody! 
Goody! 

Davip: I’d like to 

go to the circus in my dream, Lady Twiddlewinks. 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: Dear! Dear! What a 
lot of colors it will take, David. Orange and green 
and blue and—. I guess I’ll have to go marketing 
at the rainbow to get them. 

Davip: Are those little gold things knitting 
needles? 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: That’s what you mortals 
call them. They’re really dream-needles. 

Joy (dancing till her curls bob): I wish Jimmy 
could see you now. 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: That’s why we’re here— 
because of Jimmy. If he ever again tells you there 
aren’t any fairies, just ask your heart. 

DAVID: Would my heart know? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: If it’s filled with lovely 
rainbow thoughts, of course, it would. But if it 
isn’t, there’s not much that you can do but just 
believe Jimmy. Only then you might believe in 
witches. 

Joy: Jimmy does. 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS: You see, we fairies 
love only the beautiful thoughts, the 
witches like the ugly ones and the 
imps and elves like the little mis- 
chievous thoughts the best. Poor 
Jimmy thinks 
he is telling the 
truth when he 
saystherearen’t 
any fairies. Wee 

Joy (admir- | 

ing LADY TWID- 
DLEWINKS’ 
dainty little 
- wings): May I 
ask a question, 
Lady Twiddle- 
winks? Can you 
really fly? 

LaDy TwWID- 
DLEWINKS: Of 
course, Joy. 
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But we can only fly to 
the children who have 
lovely thoughts. We 
don’t mind the elves so 
much—that is, if there 
are not too many of 
them—but there’s no 
heart that’s big enough 
to hold fairy thoughts 
and witch thoughts, too. 

Davip: You mean 
that you will always 
come to see us if we 
think pretty thoughts? 

LORD TWIDDLE- 

WINKS: That’s our busi- 

ness, David. The fairies will always take care of 
you if you'll just let them. But, do you know, that 
some mortals like the witches so well that the fairies 
haven’t any chance at all? 

Joy: We won’t let any old witches come around 
us. Will we, David? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS (mysteriously): Remember 
that, and the fairies will see that you are happy— 
pretty soon. 

Davip (breathlessly): Do you ’spose that if we 
have very lovely thoughts and not let even an imp 
play with us, let alone a witch, that some day we 
might have another mother? 

LORD TWIDDLEWINKS (to his wife): 
you think, my love? 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: I think we might arrange 
it. I know just the lady. 

Joy: David, I wonder if we'll be adopted? 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: I expect so. 

Davip: Lord Twiddlewinks, I always knew that 
fairies were nice, but I don’t believe there could be 

one so nice as you. 

LADY TWIDDLEWINKS: Of course not. 

That’s why he’s prime minister. 
Joy: He’s not one bit nicer than 
Lady Twiddlewinks. (The fairies 
laugh at this.) 
Lady Twiddle- 
winks, instead 
ofadreamabout 
my dolly, I’d 
like one about 
my new mother, 

please. 

Davip: Me, 
too. I’d much 
rather dream 
about her than 
the circus. 

Lapy TWID- 
DLEWINKS: I'll 
make one big 
enough for both 


What do 
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of you. It will be a 
pink and gold and blue 
dream. I’ll get the 
colors from the little 
woodland flowers. 
DAVID (excitedly): 
Here comes Jimmy. 
Now what will he say 
about proving fairies. 
LORD TWIDDLE- 
WINKS: Come, my love. 
Joy: Aren’t you going 
to let Jimmy see you? 
LoRD TWIDDLE- 
WINKS: He couldn't, 
Joy, not if he were look- 
ing right at us. Don’t forget about the witches. 


[Waving good-bye they hurry out so quickly that LADY TWIDDLE- 
WINKS drops her dream-needles in the grass. JIMMY enters.] 


Joy: I told you so, Jimmy. There are fairies. 

Jimmy (scornfully): Aw, girls don’t know anything. 

DAVID (clenching his fists): Don’t you dare say 
my sister doesn’t know anything! (Jimmy backs 
away.) Besides, there ave fairies. Their prime 
minister has just been here with his wife. 

Joy: And fairies are good thoughts and the 
witches are bad thoughts and the elves—what kind 
of thoughts are the elves, David? 

Jimmy: Sleepy heads! You’ve been dreaming. 

DaviID: We have not! 

Jimmy: Of course, you have. Anybody could 
tell you’ve been asleep, just to look at you. Ha! 
Ha! Ha! That’s a’ good one on you, Dave. Just 
wait till I tell the other fellows. (Runs out, laughing.) 

Joy: Oh, David, it wasn’t a dream, was it? 

Davip: I’m—I’m—I’m afraid so, Joy. I—I— 
feel sleepy, just as I do when I wake up. 

Oh, it seemed so nice and real. 

Joy: My eyes feel a little sleepy, too, 

but the rest of me doesn’t—not one 
bit. It wasn’t a dream about having 
a new mother, 
was it? 
Davip: Dreams 
sometimes come 
true. Maybe 
we'll have a 
new mother 
some day. 

Joy: But, 
David, I don’t 
want to wait till 
Some day. I 
want a mother 
pretty soon, just 
as the fairy said. 

DAVID (trying 
lo blink back the 
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tears): And I—I do, too. 


[JOY rushes over to comfort him 
when she spies something 
shiny in the grass.} 


JoY (picking up the 
dream-needles): Oh, 
David, what are these 
pretty little gold things? 

Davib: They’re Lady 
Twiddlewinks’ dream- 
needles. She must have 
dropped them. 

Joy: Then were they s 
really-truly fairies, = 7 
David, after all? OF Seu Dy 

DAVID (joyfully): ee sH ia 
They must have been or 
she couldn’t have dropped her dream-needles. And 
just look, Joy, there are some words on one of them. 
(Reading) “Fairies are just as real as lovely thoughts.” 

Joy: And we’re going to have a mother then? 

DAVID: She said we would. 

Joy: And she was real? 

Davip: As real as thoughts, the needles say. 
And, Joy, thoughts are just awfully real. 


[They are hugging each other as tightly as little bears when a 
bell rings. Hand in hand, they start off, Joy still holding the 
‘needles. DAVID takes them and lays them on the bench.| 


Davip: We’d better leave the dream-needles, 
Joy. Then Lady Twiddlewinks can find them and 
knit that mother-dream she promised us. 


[And, sure enough, when they have gone, LORD and LADY ‘TWIDDLE- 
WINKS tiptoe back. Income the Woodland Flowers—the Butter- 
cups and the Bluebells and a pink Wildrose or two—and dance 
to the distant strains of Mendelssohn’s “‘Spring Song.” Each 
one carries a skein of yarn the color of her costume, and each of 
them winds several yards of it around LORD TWIDDLEWINKS’ 
upturned hands. He holds the yarn while LADY TWIDDLEWINKS 
winds it into one large ball, — as Grandpa does when Grandma 
knits you a new sweater. Then LADY TWIDDLEWINKS begins to 

knit, and the little flowers glance over her shoulder and whisper 
to each other of the mother-dream that she is knitting.| 


LADY TWIDDLEWINKS (as the music grows 
very soft, indeed): I am so happy, 
Twiddle. The lady we picked 
out will make a lovely mother. 
LORDTWIDDLE- 
WINKS: And 
won't Joy and 
David behappy 
when they see 
her? Let’s not 
keepthem wait- 
ing very long 
for her, my love. 
LADY TWIDDLE- 
WINKS (Joyful- 
ly): I tell you 
Twiddle, we'll 
have her come 
for them on 
MOTHERS’DAY. 


(CURTAIN) 
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THE HUCKABUCK FAMILY 


May, 1924 


AND HOW THEY RAISED POP CORN IN 
NEBRASKA AND QUIT AND CAME BACK 


By CARL SANDBURG 


; Author of Rootabaga Stories, Rootabaga Pigeons, etc. 


ONAS JONAS HUCKABUCK was a 
J farmer in Nebraska with a wife Mama 

Mama Huckabuck, and a daughter, 
Pony Pony Huckabuck. 

“Your father gave you two names the 
same in front,” people had said to him. 

And he answered, “Yes, two names are 
easier to remember. If you call me by my 
first name Jonas and I don’t hear you then 
when you call me by my second name Jonas 
maybe I will. 

“And,” he went on, “I call my pony-face 
girl Pony Pony because if she doesn’t hear 
me the first time she always does the second.” 

And so they lived on a farm where they 
raised pop corn, these three, Jonas Jonas 
Huckabuck, his wife, Mama Mama Hucka- 
buck, and their pony-face daughter, Pony 
Pony Huckabuck. 

After they harvested the crop one year 
they had the barns, the cribs, the sheds, the 
shacks, and all the cracks and corners of the 
farm, all filled with pop corn. 

“We came out to Nebraska: to raise pop 
corn,” said Jonas Jonas, “And I guess we 
got nearly enough pop corn this year for the 
pop corn poppers and all the friends and 


relations of all the pop.corn poppers in these ° 


United States.” 
And this was the year Pony Pony was 





going to bake her first squash pie all by her- 
self. In one corner of the corn crib, all 
covered over with pop corn, she had a secret, 
a big round squash, a fat yellow squash, a 
rich squash all spotted with spots of gold. 

She carried the squash into the kitchen, 
took a long sharp shining knife, and then 
she cut the squash in the middle till she had 
two big half squashes. And inside just like 
outside it was rich yellow spotted with spots 
of gold. 

And there was a shine of silver. And 


Pony Pony wondered why silver should be . 


in a squash. She picked and plunged with 
her fingers till she pulled it out. 

“It’s a buckle,” she said. “A _ silver 
buckle, a Chinese silver slipper buckle.” 

She ran with it to her father and said, 
“Look what I found when I cut open the 
golden yellow squash spotted with gold 
spots—it is a Chinese silver slipper buckle.” 

“It means our luck is going to change and 
we don’t know whether it will be good luck 
or bad luck,” said Jonas Jonas to his daughter 
Pony Pony Huckabuck. 

Then she ran with it to her mother and 
said, “Look what I found when I cut open 
the yellow squash spotted with spots of 
gold—it is a Chinese silver slipper buckle.” 


“It means our luck is going to change and 
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we don’t know whether it will be good luck 
or bad luck,” said Mama Mama Huckabuck. 

And that night a fire started in the barns, 
cribs, sheds, shacks, cracks and corners where 
the pop corn harvest was kept. All night 
long the pop corn popped. In the morning 
the ground all around the farm house and the 
barn was covered with white pop corn so it 
looked like a heavy fall of snow. 

All the next day the fire kept on and the 
pop corn popped till it was up to the shoulders 
of Pony Pony when she tried to walk from 
the house to the barn. And that night in 
all the barns, cribs, shed, shacks, cracks and 
corners of the farm, the pop corn went on 
popping. 

In the morning when Jonas Jonas Hucka- 
buck looked out of the upstairs window he 
saw the pop corn popping and coming higher 
and higher. It was nearly up to the window. 
Before evening and dark of that day, Jonas 
Jonas Huckabuck, and his wife Mama Mama 
Huckabuck, and their daughter Pony Pony 
Huckabuck, all went away from the farm 
saying, ‘We came to Nebraska to raise pop 
corn but this is too much. We will not come 
back till the wind blows away the pop corn. 
We will not come back till we get a sign and 
a signal.” 

They went to Oskaloosa, Iowa. And the 
next year Pony Pony Huckabuck was very 
proud because when she stood on the side- 
walks in the street she could see her father 
sitting high on the seat of a coal wagon, 
driving two big spanking horses hitched with 
shining brass harness in front of the coal 
wagon. And though Pony Pony and Jonas 
Jonas were proud, very proud all that year, 
there never came a sign, a signal. 

The next year again was a proud year, 
exactly as proud a year as they spent in Oska- 
loosa. They-went to Paducah, Kentucky, to 
Defiance, Ohio; Peoria, Illinois; Indianapolis, 
Indiana; Walla Walla, Washington. And in 
all these places Pony Pony Huckabuck saw 
her father, Jonas Jonas Huckabuck standing 
in rubber boots deep down in a ditch with a 
shining steel shovel shoveling yellow clay 
and black mud from down in the ditch high and 
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high over his shoulders. And though it was 
a proud year they got no sign, no signal. 

The next year came. It was the proudest 
of all. This was the year Jonas Jonas Hucka- 
buck and his family lived in Elgin, Illinois, 
and Jonas Jonas was watchman in a watch 
factory watching the 
watches. 

“I know where you 
have been,”” Mama’ Mama 
Huckabuck would say of 
an evening to Pony Pony 
Huckabuck. “You have 
been down to the watch 
factory watching your 
father watch the 
watches.” 

‘““Yes,’’ said Pony 
Pony, ‘‘yes, and this 
evening when I was 
watching father watch 
the watches in the watch 
factory, I looked over my - 
left shoulder and I saw 
a policeman with a star 
and brass buttons and 
he was watching me to 
see if I was watching 
father watch the watches 
in the watch factory.” 

It was a proud year. 
Pony Pony saved her 
money. Thanksgiving 
came. Pony Pony said, 
“IT am going to get a 
squash to make a squash 
pie.”’ She hunted from one grocery to another; 
she kept her eyes on the farm wagons coming 
into Elgin with squashes. 

She found what she wanted, the yellow 
squash spotted with gold spots. She took it 
home, cut it open, and saw the inside was 
like the outside, all rich yellow spotted with 
gold spots. 

There was a shine like silver. She picked 
and plunged with her fingers and pulled and 
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pulled till at last she pulled out the shine of 
silver. 

“It’s a sign; it is a signal,”’ she said. “It 
is a buckle, a slipper buckle, a Chinese' silver 
slipper buckle. It is the mate to the other 
buckle. Our luck is going to change. Yoo 
hoo! Yoo hoo!” 

She told her father and 
mother about the buckle. 
They went back to the 
farm in Nebraska. The 
wind by this time had 
been blowing and blow- 
ing for three years and 
all the pop corn was 
blown away. 

“Now we are going to 
be farmers again,” said 
Jonas Jonas Huckabuck 
to Mama Mama Hucka- 
buck and to Pony Pony 
Huckabuck. ‘‘And we are 
going to raise cabbages, 
beets and turnips, we are 
going to raise squash, 
rutabaga, pumpkins and 
peppers for pickling. 
We are going to raise 
wheat, oats, barley, rye. 
Weare going to raise corn 
such as Indian corn and 
kaffir corn—but we are 
not going to raise any pop 
corn for the pop corn 
poppers to be popping.” 

And the pony-face 
daughter was proud because she had on new 
black slippers, and around her ankles holding 
the slippers on the left foot and the right 
foot, she had two buckles, silver buckles, Chi- 
nese silver slipper buckles. They were mates. 

Sometimes on Thanksgiving Day and 
Christmas and New Years, she tells her friends 
to be careful when they open a squash. 

“‘Squashes make your luck change good to 
bad and bad to good,” says Pony Pony. 
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WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY BESS DEVINE JEWELL 


Pudgy took a flower from the bouquet in the 
living room and went down to Sunshine s house 
where he waited for her to come out. He thought 
he'd give it to her— 

Cos a THIS 


a tree, some of the other boys came up shouting, 
“Pudgy has a girrull!” 
him and laughed— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


Then they pointed at 


While he 1 was wuniiine his andi toni behind 


Spibe ( said, “Whatcha got in yer hand?" 
Pudgy said it was a mayflower. ‘Mayflower? 
Dat’s a boat. Our Pilgrim Fathers came over in 
it." And Spike settled the question— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


_ a girrull. 


Then he said, ° ‘Pudgy, you ‘re too little to have 
I'm goin’ callin’ myself and I'll need 
that flower.” He put it in his buttonhole and 
strutted off— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


Pudgy went away thinking he'd never be a 
hero, when he heard Zingo, the Elf, whisper, 
“Look!* And before him on the ground was a 
quarter which he picked up— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


The first person he met was Sunshine. His 
dream of being a hero came true when the “bunch” 
looked in the drug store window and saw him 
with Sunshine— 


JUST LIKE THIS 
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A ROCK-A-BYE SONG : 


HELEN WING 


T’S cuddle-me-time by the nursery clock 
For turn-out-the-light-time is near 
And just ‘round the corner a velvety dream 
Is waiting to meet you, my dear. 


So rock-a-bye here 

And rock-a-bye there 

In a crickety-creakety rock-a-bye chair; 
Then rock-a-bye that way 

And rock-a-bye this 


And pay for the ride with a rock-a-bye 
kiss. 


It's tuck-me-in-time by the nursery clock 
For it’s half-past-going-to-bed, 

And soon it will be a quarter-to-sleep 
For each little tired little head. 


So rock-a-bye near 

And rock-a-bye far 

And follow the trail of the rock-a-bye 
star; 

Then rock-a-bye softly 

And rock-a-bye still 

To rock-a-bye-baby-land over the hill. 
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SHE WOULD 


DIXIE WILLSON 


KITE and a string 
Is the sort of a thing 
That I'd like to be if I could. 
I'd sail everywhere 
In the bonnie blue air, 
And hunt up the man-in-the-moon, 
I would! 


Of course in the sky 
I might sail very high! 
But I wouldn't care if I should! 
For always I'd know 
4. That wherever I'd go, 

My mother'd hold on to the string, 
She would! 
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MAY DANCE 


JOSEPHINE VAN DOLZEN PEASE 


‘M GOING ‘round the Maypole 
One morning in the May, 

When all the green is on the trees 
And shining is the day. 


Flowers in a garland 
Will be for it a crown, 
And every color of the spring 
In ribbons will fall down. 


There will be a color 
For all the children there, 
But mine will be of yellow 
For the color of my hair. 














I'm going ‘round the Maypole 
And every one will see 

How all the little butterflies 
Flutter after me! 
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ROSE, WHEN YOU'RE 
BORED WITH BLOOMING 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 
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‘M GLAD that there are roses. Roses, 
Are you glad there's me? 
I wonder if a rose supposes 
Anyone can be 
So glad as she? 
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So, 
BOO 


A rose is glad of sun and rain and bees. 
I'm glad of dolls and hats 

And of the swing between our apple-trees, 
Of cooky-jars and cats; 
And baseball bats. 


° 


2B 


I'm glad that there are roses. Roses, 
Are you glad there's me? 

When you are bored with blooming, look, 

You'll see me sitting with a book 

Or with my hemming on my knee; 

Times when you've nothing else to do 

Perhaps you'll like to look at me 

The way | like to look at you! 
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED IN PART I 


Tom Tripp, a little seven-year-old movie star, is being spoiled 
by the enormous amount of attention and praise he gets. To 
escape this, his father and mother leave him on his grandfather’s 
lonely ranch with only 
Wattie, a collie dog, for 
a playfellow. Two boys 
from a distant ranch 
visit Tom, and soon 
afterward Wattie is 
stolen. Tom and the 
two boys start out in 
pursuit of the thieves. 


PART II 


“Whew!”’ said 
Tom Tripp, tak- 
ing off his police- 
man’s helmet and 
wiping his per- 
spiring brow. 
“Bet we’ve come 
more’n ten miles, 
and no sign of 
the villains yet!’ 

He hopped off 
his bicycle and 
stretched out 
under a tree to 
rest his tired 
legs. Dolf and 
Marty Smith 
were mighty glad 
to do the same. 
The sun was hot 
and they had 
been riding at 
top speed for a long time over the rough trail. 

“Gee, but I’m starved!’’ Tom Tripp ex- 
claimed. “Wish now I’d waited long enough 
for Koko to put us up some lunch.” 

“T reckon ’twould taste mighty good right 
now,” sighed Marty, whose short chubby legs 
had had hard work keeping up with the two 
older boys. 

The lads dozed in the shade of the tree for 
a half-hour or more. Then Dolf sat up sud- 
denly and said: 

“I know where there’s lots of blueberries 


THE ADVENTURES OF TOM TRIPP 


By MOLLY WINSTON PEARSON 
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on t’other side of that there ledge. We 
can climb there easy, and ripe blueberries 
taste pretty fine when you’re hungry.” 

“Lead me to 
"em, old pal,” 
said Tom Tripp 
eagerly. “I be- 
lieve I’m hollow 
clear down to my 
toes.” 

It was a diffi- 
cult bit of the 
trail, but they 
made it, dragging 
their wheels after 
them, and sure 
enough, there 
were the blue- 
berry bushes 
thick and loaded 
with fruit. The 
boys passed 
swiftly from bush 
to bush, devour- 
ing greedily all 
the berries within 
their reach. 

Tom Tripp, 
working along 
through the 
bushes ahead of 
his two compan- 
ions, suddenly 
rounded a big rock and looked down a rather 
steep ravine right into a peaceful little camp 
pitched below. One young fellow down there 
was bending over a camp fire, toasting some- 
thing. Another perched on the running- 
board of an automobile parked near-by, while 
a third leaned against a tree, smoking a 
cigarette. But what riveted Tom’s indignant 
gaze on this picture was the sight of his 
Grandpa Kearns’ dog Wattie lying there tied 
to a tree, his beautiful golden-brown head 
resting watchfully on his two front paws. 
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Tom choked back a shout of rage and dashed 
behind the rock where Dolf and Marty were 
still eating blueberries. 

“Kids,” announced Tom in a husky, but 
triumphant whisper, “I’ve found ’em, I’ve 
found the thieves, and Wat’s there with ’em 
all right.” 

Marty and 
Dolf, greatly 
excited, crept 
with Tom around 
the rock and 
looked down at 
the camp. Dolf 
became thought- 
ful when he saw 
the three husky 
young chaps 
lounging there. 

“They’re going 
to camp here for 
a while, I reckon; 
they’re off the 
trail, and they 
allow nobody can 
catch ’em there,”’ 
he remarked. 
“We fellas better 
ride back to the 
ranch quick as 
we can and fetch 
your grandpa and 
some of the men. 
They can _ steal 
up on the camp 
from that side of 
the gulch.” 

Tom Tripp gave Dolf Smith a look of 
supreme scorn. 

“Man, where’s your courage?” 

How many times the little star had heard 
that impatient question “out on location,” 
when he hesitated to take some daring leap 
or pull off some difficult stunt for the picture. 

“Man, where’s your courage? I’m not 
afraid. I’m going down there and get my 
grandpa’s dog away from those sneak thieves. 
And don’t you two dare come after me either. 
I’m going to rescue Wattie all by myself.” 
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And before Dolf could open his mouth to 
protest, Tom Tripp was on his way down the 
slope to the camp. With a heart full of mis- 
giving, Dolf watched the small figure stealing 
with exaggerated, theatrical caution from tree 
to bush and from bush to rock. Such a little 
lad in his absurd baby uniform, clutching the 
toy pistol in his 
small, hot hand! 
What would those 
big fellows down 
there do to him? 

Tom Tripp 
burst into their 
midst witha 
yell of defiance. 
“Here, you big 
loafers, what you 
doing with my 
Grandpa Kearns’ 
dog? Hand him 
over here this 
minute!” 

In an instant 
the quiet camp 
became the scene 
of wild disorder 
and clamor. 
Wattie leaped 
up on his young 
master, loudly 
barking his 
frantic joy. The 
young men ran 
about, snatching 
up whatever 
weapon lay at 
hand, prepared to defend themselves against 
the men they supposed must be following this 
ridiculous little masquerader. To his credit 
be it said, Tom Tripp never flinched as the 
menacing fellows closed in on him and Wattie. 

“You big stiffs,” he shook his fist at them, 
“don’t you dare lay a finger on me. I’m 
Tom Tripp, the Bad Boy of the Movies. 
Everybody knows I’m one of the big stars 
with a whale of a contract. If you touch me, 
they’ll put you in jail so quick you’ll never 
know what happened to you. So keep off!” 
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It was comical to watch the men’s faces as 
the expression on them changed from alarm 
to amazement and from amazement to lazy 
amusement, when it appeared that no elders 
would arrive in the wake of this bold young- 
ster. They exchanged a few hasty words 
among themselves, after which two of them 
began swiftly to 
break up camp. 

Tom Tripp, with 
his hand on 
Wattie’s collar, 
kept demanding 
loudly that they 
untie the dog. 
The third man 
lounged under 
the tree again, 
with an impudent 
grin on his face. 

“Hold your 
horses a minute, 
young fella,”’ he 
said to Tom. 

“How’d we know 

that there was 

your dog? He 

took after us last 

night and kept 

a-follerin’ and 

a-follerin’ us. 

We couldn’t 

drive him away. 

We killed a bear 

back up there in 

the mountings, 

and I ’spect your 

dog just naturally smelt that there fresh bear 
meat and toted along with us.” 

Tom’s big black eyes snapped scornfully. 
“If he followed you so easy, what you got 
him tied up for then?”’ 

The young man’s grin widened pleasantly. 
“We got to keep him off that bear meat of 
our’n he’s so bound to have, ain’t we? He’d 
be up there in the machine clawin’ for it every 
time our backs was turned. So you’re Tom 
Tripp, the Bad Boy of the Movies, are you?”’ 
he went on admiringly. “Gosh, now, I 
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always wanted to see that chap in person, as 
they say—and here you are! Tell us about 
some of them classy stunts o’ your’n now, 
wontcha?”’ 

Poor, silly Tom Tripp! This was the sort 
of entertainment he liked best. He sat down 
beside Wattie and began to sun himself in this 

fellow’s cunning 
flattery, boasting 
about the great 
things he had 
done, and was 
going to do. 
Things _hap- 
pened fast after 
that. One of the 
men suddenly 
slipped behind 
Tom, picked him 
up and tossed 
him roughly into 
the back seat of 
the automobile; 
Wattiewasuntied 
and scrambled in 
after —Tom; and 
the three young 
men followed. 
The person with 
the flattering, 
honeyed tongue 
took his seat 
beside Tom and 
put a firm arm 
around the boy’s 
shoulders. 
“Time you 
was getting out of this, young shaver. Your 
grandpa will be missin’ you,” he said. 

Tom had entirely forgotten Dolf and Marty. 
He began to see himself riding up to the ranch 
with these interesting strangers, bringing back 
Wattie in triumph to his grandpa, and he was 
so thrilled with this coming glory that he never 
noticed that the big machine was careening at 
full speed down the glen in a directly opposite 
direction from his Grandpa Kearns’ ranch. 

But Dolf Smith noticed this with alarm. 
He had been lying up on the hillside behind 


(Continued on page 300) 
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By CLARA INGRAM JUDSON 
Author of The Mary Jane Series, Foxy Squirrel in the Garden, Billy Robin and 


IKO raised up on his knees and pulled 
a rope of moss along beside him. 


“Mine is longer than yours,” he 
announced. “Mine is lots longer.” 
Kaconoo shook her rope out and dangled 
it along the rocks beside her brother’s. 
“Yes, it is loriger,’’ she admitted, disap- 
pointedly, “but not lots. Never mind! I 
am still working. Maybe I will yet catch up 
with you.” And she made her fingers fairly 
fly as she twisted the dried moss they had 
been gathering 
into a long flexible 
rope. —— 
The two little SS >S— 
Eskimo children ~ 
were gathering ~ 
moss out on the 
bare rocks close by 
the side of the 
great sea. Winter 
was coming. Even 
little folks knew 
that, for the bright sunshine of the four long 
summer months was gone. All the day was 
twilight and soon, very soon, the long night 
would begin,—a night that would last six long, 
cold, stormy months. No wonder little folks 
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His Neighbors, Junior Cook Book, The Camp at Gravel Point, etc 









worked hard at making moss wicks to be 
burned in the little basin of oil that was their 
only light and stove during all these months 


to come! Their home would be dark indeed 
without this bit of brightness. 

Overhead the wild birds flew south—they, 
too, knew that winter would soon be here. 
Down in the ocean, the fishes were hunting 
deep, deep homes below the icy covering that 
soon would freeze over the ocean. Of course 
the children could not see the fishes, as they 
could the birds, 
but their father 
had told them how 
hard fish were to 
catch in winter 
because they lived 
ae so deep down in 

ea, the water. 

a Kaconoo and 
Zs, Miko were only 
OF —" five and seven 
years old but they 

were plenty old enough to help.prepare for 
winter. There were many things to be done, 
too. A new house must be built, for the tent 
house in which they had lived all summer 
would never in the world keep them warm in 
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winter. One hard storm might blow it away. 
The winter house must be solidly built of 
great blocks of frozen snow. ‘Miko and 
Kaconoo’might not be able to do much at 
house building, but they could gather moss and 
help their mother dress the skins of seal and 
walrus and bear that were to line the walls 
of the new home. To be sure their mother 
had to do the 
actual dressing 
of the skins but 
the children 
could make the 
little bone pins 
that held the 
skins stretched 
in place and 
they could 
gather up the 
pins when she 
was through 
with them and 
make them 


ready for using Aiipes 
again. Oh, yes, 
there were many 
interesting and 
useful things 


children could 
do to help. 

“TI wish I were big 
enough to build the 
house,”’ said Miko as he 
looked at his long rope. ‘“‘That’s fun!” 

“But it is hard work,” said Kaconoo, admir- 
ingly. How nice to have a brother so 
ambitious! 

“Maybe it is, but I can work hard. 
Father had let me build. 

“Come on now, sister,” he added. ‘We 
have more than Mother said to get for today. 
Let us go back and watch them build.” 

So the children packed their moss, both 
the ropes and the loose, that was left over, 
and thrust it into a little bag of skin Miko 
had brought for that purpose. Then they 
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scrambled over the rocks and started toward 
home. 

That very morning their father had gone 
off hunting. It was high time the winter’s 
supply of meat and blubber was laid in. So 
his wife and children must tend to making 
the winter home, preparing the clothing and 
collecting the fire material. His business was 

food. 

Before he left, he called his two older 
sons to him and said, “Kipsoo and 
Amagu, last year and the 
year before that, and the 
year before that, you 
helped me make the 
hut for winter. 
This year I 
hunt, you make 
the hut. You 
well know how. 
Now do your 
best.’’ And 
without another 
word, for Eski- 
mo men are not 
given to much 
talking, he went 
away hunting 
and the boys 
began their 

work. 
Miko wished 
. — to stay with 
them and help, but Kipsoo had said, “Of 
what use is a house if it is to be dark as a 
seal’s belly? Go you and gather moss. We 
will build the house. Maybe some other day 
you can help.’”’ Really, Kipsoo would have 
liked Miko’s help, but Miko was always so 
particular just how every little thing was done 
and Kipsoo was planning to have the whole 
foundation done in a day and surprise his 
father. They never in the world could do 
that if Miko, with his particular ways, was 

to be around. 
So, as Kipsoo was older and bigger, Miko 








ae Sa ee ee, ee ee ee 


n 


May, 1924 


had to go moss hunting with his sister. But 
you may be sure he gathered moss as quickly 
as ever he could so as to get through with his 
work and get back to the building. 

When the children reached home they found 
everything in busy confusion. The boys had 
cut blocks of 
hard snow and 
had piled them 
brick fashion 
one upon the 
other till the 
foundation wall 
was four blocks \ } 
high all around. i 
That made it aS 
come above the ~y 
waists of the \\ J 
older lads. But y 
as Miko looked 
at it critically, 
seeing if he 
could do as well 
himself, he 
noticed several 
places where 
the blocks were 
not fitted to- 
gether as his 
father would 
have fitted 
them. 

“Here’s a 
crack,” he said, supposing they would wish 
to fixit. “It’sabig one. Too big to patch 
up with snow.” 

Kipsoo looked where Miko pointed and saw 
the crack just as plainly as his little brother 
had. But instead of being glad to fix it, he 
was angry at having the crack seen. 

“Who is the builder of this house?” he 
asked, crossly. “Keep still, baby! Talk 
when you are asked.” And he went on with 
his work in another part of the wall. Of 


course he was so very cross because he knew 
he was wrong. 
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Miko said no more but as he watched, he 
soon saw what the trouble was. Kipsoo was 
hurrying too fast. Now it would have been 
a fine thing to get the foundation all done so 
as to surprise his father. But if to do that, 
the foundation would be so poor that it would 
have to be built over again, what would be 
the good of the surprise? Miko wondered. 
But he said nothing. 

Now all the while the boys had been work- 
ing, the dogs had been penned up behind a 
wall ‘of ice some hundred yards away from 
the new house. Of course Miko’s 
| father had many 
dogs and had 
taken only a 
few with him 
on today’s hunt- 
ing trip. The 
others had been 
shut up in the 
dog yard sur- 
rounded with a 
wall of ice; and 
they were to 
have been fed 
by the boys at 
noon time. But 
so busy were 
the older boys 
with their build- 
ing and in such 
a hurry to get 
it done, that they forgot all about dogs and 
feeding. Those poor hungry dogs howled 
and yowled and growled, but the boys paid 
no attention—they didn’t even hear the com- 
motion. Not even Miko noticed, for didn’t 
dogs howl most of the time anyway? To be 
sure! 

But if those busy boys had chanced to 
look inside the dog yard just then they would 
have seen the hungry animals getting more 
and more excited. The bigger dogs jumped 
against the wall;.the smaller dogs climbed on 
the big ones in hopeless confusion, till finally 
(Continued on page 304) 
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DICK AND DOLLY’S DECORATION DAY 


By MARGARET WARDE 


Author of the Betty Wales Series, the Nancy Lee Series, etc. 


decorate for Decoration Day,’ cried 
Dick, rushing into the house one day 
about the middle of May. 

“‘Oh yes, we do!”’ cried Dolly, puffing along 
behind. “‘We must have.something to deco- 
rate, and we can’t think of a single thing.” 

If those children had lived in a town, you 
see, they’d have just walked around the 
corner and found a Decoration Day celebra- 
tion to go to. But up on a hill farm you 
have to manage about holidays—and a lot 
of other things—for yourself. And that’s 
heaps more fun! 

Mother stopped her ironing and thought 
about it. “Do you mean a soldier’s grave?”’ 
she asked. ‘‘That’s what Decoration 
Day is for, you know, to honor the 
soldiers who fought for 
their country. To keep 
their graves and their 
memory green.” 

“Yes, we know that,”’ 

said Dick, ‘‘but you see, 
Mommie, there 
aren’t any sol- 
diers’ graves in 
our cemetery at 
the Corners. So 
Teacher said 
maybe we could 
make things 
nicer by deco- 
rating some- 
thing else.” 

‘*Something 
that needs it,” 
explained Dolly. 
“George Jones 
is going to deco- 
rate his grand- 
father’s front yard. That needs it dreadfully, 
Mommie; it’s so bare and homely. He’s 
going to set out a swamp pink from the woods, 


(). MOMMIE, we want something to 
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and a lilac that Martha promised him, 
and—”’ 

“That’s all right for George,” Dick broke 
in impatiently. “But our yard is pretty, and 
so is our house. What can we find that needs 
decorating?” 

“You just let me think a minute,” said 
Mother. ‘Dolly, you run and look for eggs, 
and Dick, you bring in some wood, and all 
the time you’re gone I’ll be thinking hard.” 

So Dolly ran off one way, and Dick ran off 
another, and in a few minutes Dolly had 
found a dozen eggs, and Dick had piled 
the wood-box beside the cook stove full of 
nice dry wood. 

“Now!” said Dick, hanging over 
one end of the ironing board. 

“Now!” said Dolly, reach- 
ing up tall, so she could look 

over the other end. 
“Well,” said Mother, “how 
would you like to decorate a 
picnic place in the morning 
of Decoration Day, and take 
me for a picnic 
there in the 

afternoon?”’ 

Dolly looked 
solemnly at 
Dick, and Dick 
looked back 
solemnly at 

Dolly. 
“*Mommie!”’ 
said Dolly. 
‘“‘The woods 
don’t need deco- 
rating in May. 
You know that!” 
“Why, Icould 
take you straight 
to a place that’s carpeted with violets,” said 
Dick, ‘‘and the wild cherry is in blossom, and 
all sorts of little pink and white flowers.” 
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“So wouldn’t you please think again,” said 
Dolly. ‘“‘We want a place that meeds deco- 
rating, you know, Mommie; this isn’t just 
fun for ourselves.” 

“TI see,” said Mother. And because she 
was the kind of mother who always tries and 
tries to help you with your plans, this time 
she had the right 
thought. ‘‘As long 
as it was your 
teacher’s idea, 
why not decorate 
theschool for her?”’ 

“Why, yes, of 
course!” cried 
Dick. 

“Of course!” 
said Dolly. ‘“‘Why 
didn’t we all think 
of that the first 
minute?”’ 

And off they 
went down the 
road to find 
Teacher and ask 
her—before any 
other child did— 
to let them deco- 
rate the school 
room for Decora- 
tion Day. 

But next day 
there was more 
trouble. 

“We can’t deco- 
rate it!” cried 
Dolly breathlessly, coming in from school. 
“We just can’t!” 

“Not if I help you?” asked Mother. 

“The trouble is,’ explained Dick, “it’s so 
homely and soshabby. The walls are stained, 
and the paint is off the woodwork, and the 
curtains are torn, and the seats are scratched 
and spotted with ink. Putting pretty flowers 
around will only make it look worse.” 

“Like putting on your best clothes and 
forgetting to wash your hands,” said Dolly. 

“Well, I’m sure I can help you to cover 
up the worst spots and stains,” said Mother. 
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““And next summer, you know, the school’s 
going to be all fixed up. Painted and var- 
nished and refurnished!”’ 

“TI thought you’d said so,” cried Dick. “I 
told Teacher that I was sure, after all you’d 
said about clean hands and washing behind 
your ears for best clothes, you’d want the 
school to be fixed 
right before we 
dressed it up with 
decorations. I 
told her I was sure 
you’d have it fixed 
over right now, 
before Decoration 
Day.” 

“Oh, Dickie!” 
said Mother. 
‘“Now, when 
there’s only a 
little more than a 
week to do it in, 
and when Father— 
whenallthe fathers 
~are busy with 
spring planting.” 

“That’s just it,” 
said Dick. “It’s 
spring, and spring 
is the time to clean 
up and fix up. 
Couldn’t you some- 
how manage to 
have the school 
fixed up right 
now?” 

‘““You see, Mommie, all the children want it 
done now,” put in Dolly. ‘“‘We never noticed 
how shabby our school is till we started 
to plan about decorating. Clean hands, you 
know, Mommie, for best clothes!” 

Mother laughed because Dolly was such a 
good mimic. “Well,” she said, “if you 
children are all going to remember after this 
about clean hands, and if you’re going to be 
very careful of your spick-and-span school- 
house, why, I think we must try to fix it 
over now, as long as you want it now.” 

That was the kind of mother she was. 
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Every morning that next week school kept 
in Dick and Dolly’s dining room. And every 
child sat so quiet around the big table, and 
listened so well, and worked so hard, that in 
the afternoons Teacher let them all go down 
to the schoolhouse to help with the work 
there. But that wasn’t work for boys and 
girls; it was the jolliest kind of fun! 
The boys painted the outside of the 
schoolhouse, as far up as they 
could reach from the ground 
and the short. ladder, with 
beautiful shining white paint. 
Then the fathers, coming at 
night when their other 
work was done, painted 
the high-up parts. 
Five boys made flower 
boxes to put under the 
two front windows 
(and after they 
were finished, they 
were painted 
green), and helped 
the girls scrape 
down the desks, 
that had been 
hacked and ink- 
spotted, and var- 
nish them, so they 
looked like new, 
and nail up 
new white 
shades at the er in 
windows. But 
before the 
shades were 
put up, the 
mothers papered the walls and painted the 
woodwork a soft, pretty buff. And Martha’s 
mother and two other mothers stayed at 
home and sewed frilly white curtains to hang 
up last of all. George Jones’s grandfather, 
who had been a carpenter in town before he 
moved to his farm, scraped the dirty floor 
with a big, noisy plane until it was like the 
desks, clean just like new. And Gus Swan- 
son’s father, who had made furniture in what 
he called “‘the old country”—‘“‘As if it could 
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possibly be any older than the rest of the 
world!”’ said Dolly scornfully—Gus’s father 
rubbed down the desks. 

Jack Thompson’s mother was a great hand 
with plants. ‘‘Maybe because she uses such 
shiny tin cans for them,” Dick thought. 
She was too busy at home to come and help 
fix the schoolhouse, but she promised red 
geraniums for the window boxes. 
When Dick and Dolly and Martha 
and Andy Wright went 
with express wagons 
to get them—the boys 
to draw the carts and 
the girls to see that the 
boys were very careful 
with the plants—they 
made a great discovery. 
“*T fought in the Civil 

War,” said Grand- 
pa Thompson in 
his cracked old 
voice. ‘Of course 
I did.” 

“Then we'll give 
you flowers on 
Decoration Day!” 
said Dolly. 

‘“‘Thanks! I 
was thinking I 
could tell you 

young ones 
Ki things about 

that war. I | 

wasat Gettys- 

burg and Ap- 

pomattox. I 

remember 
those days better than I do yesterday,” said 
Grandpa Thompson. 

Decoration Day was a holiday, of course, 
but the children wanted to use that beautiful 
new schoolroom, and it hadn’t been ready in 
time to have the Decoration Day celebration 
a day ahead, in the usual way. 

On Teacher’s desk were vases with bouquets 
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. of white and purple lilacs and a pot of tall 


red tulips. That was the only real decora- 
tion. Dick and Dolly had wanted more, but 
(Continued on page 289) 
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> want to be ’ 


the mothers he per 2 


Every mother needs helpers to save her steps, and time, 
and work. And I just love to work at washing and clean- 
ing for the mother of little kiddies. 

I want a job in the home where children run and play, 
and get the dirt ground into their little rompers, blouses, 
and stockings, making it so desperately hard to get them 
thoroughly clean by ordinary washing methods. 

For I will soak them in my sudsy water, and bring back 
to them their bright, crisp looks they had when new. 
And they will be sweet and wholesome. 


I give the mother a chance to smile 


I want her to have more time to enjoy the sunshine of 
her baby’s smile. I want to take away from her the hard, 
disagreeable part of washing baby’s diapers. I soak them 
with my soap-and-naptha, then with a little rubbing and 
a good rinse, I leave them soft and soothing, with never a 
chance to irritate baby’s tender skin. 

I want to do the hard work that all the mother’s clothes- 
washing and household cleaning causes, so that her lot 
will be easier, and her whole life brighter. 












Hire me, and I will 
always be your helper! 


| am a tireless worker. I never 
shirk. Never sleep. Always ready 
to do your bidding. The longer I work 
for you, the more you will feel that you 
cannot get along without me. , 

Tell your grocer you want me, and 
I will go right to work for you, and 
prove my extraordinary ability. Noth- 
ing can take my place! 


FELS-NAPTHA 





THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR ° #itlisit. 


others—You will appreciate the 
economy and durability of “MA” Garments for 


your children, and the youngsters themselves will en- 
joy their comfort and freedom. 


The first illustration above 
shows one of the many dainty styles of 
“MA” Union Suits. The other shows 
the practical “AA” Waist Union Suit 
with suspender-like tapes that carry 
weight of attached clothing and en- 
courage that healthful erect carriage. 
Made for boys and girls in knit and 
woven fabrics. 


“M” garments also include 
Infant’s Shirts and Bands, Children’s 
Waists, Unioh Suits and separate gar- 
ments in many styles and fabrics—all 
generously sized and shaped to fit the 
child’s body comfortably, carefully fin- 
ished with smooth elastic ‘“Auto-Lap” 
seams. Children outgrow them—but 
do not outwear them. 


The red “NM” trademark is a certainty of satisfaction. 
Look for it. Write for the Story of Pit and Pat. 


Minneapolis Knitting Works, Minneapolis, Minn. 


GARMENTS 


Jhe Perfect Underwear for Children» 
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PAPER DOLLS HAVE 
NARROW ESCAPE 


Maggie and Aggie are a pair of 


beautifully colored paper dolls. 
They had possessed no personal 
charms whatsoever until a little 
girl named Rebecca cut them out 
of a magazine and colored them 
with crayons. While their fronts 
are very pleasing, one gets an un- 
fortunate impression of Maggie and 
Aggie whenever they turn their 





backs, for the said portions are but 
a mass of typical type. 

Well, a few days ago Maggie and 
Aggie were having a good time in 
the middle of the dining-room floor 
with a contest to discover who could 
roll up and unroll again the faster. 
It was Aggie’s turn to display her 
ability, and she had just succeeded 
in making herself resemble a neatly 
wrapped stick of candy, when a 
dreadful thing happened. The maid 
entered with a vacuum cleaner and, 
not noticing Aggie in her rolled-up 
condition, ran the cleaner so near to 
her that Aggie was sucked into it 
before she knew what had happened. 

“Cyclone! Cyclone!” screamed 
Maggie, bravely rushing to help 
Aggie; but alas, she too was whirled 
into the snorting vacuum cleaner. 
You can imagine what a wild time 
the dolls had inside of the bag at- 
tached to the instrument. Maggie 
clung to Aggie, and Aggie clung to 
Maggie as they breathlessly 
watched the dizzy arrival of hair- 
pins, buttons, breadcrumbs, 
needles, -dusty dirt and dirty dust. 





THE TOYTOWN TATTLER 





Price 4, Gumdrops 





At last the cleaning was complet- 
ed, and the maid emptied the bag. 
With a cry of wonder she noticed 
two pieces of paper jump up and 
run from the pile of dirt back into 
the house, but to this day she 
doesn't know that it was only 
Maggie and Aggie returning to 
their fun in the middle of the 
dining-room floor. 


SOME NEW ARRIVALS 
IN TOYTOWN 


NOAH’S ARK ON PLEASURE 
TRIP 

On Wednesday of last week old 
Noah began his annual spring 
cruise down the Soapysuddy River 
which flows from Toytown to Santa 
Claus Junction, a distance of five 
thousand hairpin-lengths. There 
was the wildest commotion as two 
monkeys hauled in the big tack 
hammer that serves as an anchor 
and the Ark swung out into the 
middle of the soapsuds. 

An exciting incident occurred as 
the old boat reached midstream. 
One of the elephants, who is very 
absent-minded, forgot that the Ark 
was not still tied to the shore, and 
deliberately stepped off into the 
water, causing huge waves to drench 
everybody. Fortunately, however, 
the incident happened near a large 
island, to which Noah moored the 
Ark while the elephant climbed over 
the mud banks and thence aboard. 
The old boat then continued on its 
way, to the tune of the merry 
“‘Ha-ha!” of all the amused: ani- 
mals. 
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TIN SOLDIERS 

BUILD CAMP 
What would you think if you 
should walk into the living-room 
and find books all over the floor, 
when you knew that nobody had 
been around? You can well imagine 
how puzzled little Billy Boodle- 
dumps was when he walked into the 
room and found about twenty half- 
open books, each placed with its 
long edges touching the rug, and 





spread out like the letter “A.” 

As Billy stood with his mouth 
open in astonishment, he heard a 
tiny tinny blast on‘a tiny tinny 
bugle, and in an instant there 
emerged from beneath the books 
the whole tin regiment, with leaden 
bayonets ready for use. They were 
about to jab him in the shoeleather 
when the captain recognized him 
and stopped the advance. 

“What do you think of our new 
booky tents?"’ squeaked the shiny 
captain, approaching on his indent- 
ed feet. ‘‘Aren't they scrump- 
tious?” 

“You'll have to ask the house- 
keeper,” laughed Billy. ‘‘She does- 
n't enjoy books in the middle of the 
floor." At that moment the house- 
keeper entered, broom in hand. 
Well, with a tarnished yell the 
soldiers pushed the books back onto 
the low shelf of the library table and 
scurried out of the room in great 
confusion, which all goes to prove 
the power of a lady to disrupt an 
army. 
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The Glayres amo 
fhe Shoemaker 


PULL — 
FIND THE TWO ELVES 


HELEN HUDSON 


ADLY the shoemaker sighs, 
Busily plying his trade, 


PPTL 


~~ 
Cutting the last pair of shoes oe Ss \)" 


That can from his leather be made. 


When he departs little elves 


Whose shimmering elf-wings are 
furled, 


Hasten to make their old friend 


The best pair of shoes in the world! 
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DICK AND DOLLY’S 
DECORATION DAY 


(Continued from page 284) 


everything looked so fresh and 
new and pretty that it seemed 
a pity to hide the newness, even 
with flowers. 

Beside Teacher, all decorated 
in his old blue uniform, with 
a red and white bouquet in 
his buttonhole and his shining 
sword in his hands, sat Grand- 
pa Thompson. And when he 
talked you could watch the 
tired regiment marching along 
the road to Gettysburg, hurry- 
ing to get there, with Captain 
Thompson—Grandpa Thomp- 
son had been a captain—lead- 
ing his beautiful white horse 
and walking with his men. 
You could hear the big guns 
roar, and see the lines waver 
and break and form again. 
But the horrible things that 
happen in every battle, he 
didn’t say much about; only 
the fine, brave things. 


And then Andy Wright’s big 
brother, who was sitting on the 
other side of Teacher, spoke. 
He had fought in France in 
the Great War. | 

“Boys and girls,” he said, 
“you see to it that there’s never 
another war. War is terrible. 
There is enough to be fixed up 
in this world without the dev- 
astation war makes. 

““You try to see to it, boys 
and girls, that there’s never 
another war.” 

Then everybody cheered 
again, and Teacher thanked 
Mr. Thompson and Mother 


and John Wright for the enter- 
tainment, and everybody for 
fixing the schoolhouse. 

(Continued on page 296) 
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How to develop obedient, bright 
well-behaved, happy children 


[= happier the childhood, the better 

are your children’s chances to grow 
up into successful men and women. A dull 
and lonely childhood is a bad beginning. 
but bright, alert, jolly nursery years are 
bound to help lay the foundation for that 
personal charm and optimistic self-confi- 
dence that will largely determine your 
child’s success in the years to come. 


A Pageant of Jovial and 
Instructive Entertainment 
for the Nursery 


In order to place at your disposal the 
world’s best thought on how to develop 
obedient, bright, 
well-behaved chil- 
dren, a set of five 
wonderful books, 
THE KINDER- 
GARTEN CHIL- 
DREN’S HOUR, 
has been published. 
In its field it stands 
alone and unique. 

The magic of 
fairy-land and the 
magic of practical 
realities move 
through these 1786 
illustrated pages of 
wholesome, fasci- 
nating diversion for 
children. A year- 
after-year gold- 
mine of entertain- 
ment that instructs 
and instruction 
that entertains. 
Contains hundreds 
of delightful 
answers to the 
question: ‘What 
shall we do?’’ 
Five big, engross- 
ing handbooks of fun, frolic, toy-making, 
stories, songs, games, occupations, everyday 
knowledge in story form, and instruction 
to parents on just the subjects that are 
nearest and dearest to every parent’s heart. 


The Wisdom of Frcebel, 
Montessori, Stevenson. 


The child-training secrets of Dr. Montes- 
sori, the wisdom of Froebel, Thomas Car- 
lyle, Herbert Spencer and H. G. Wells, and 
some of the most charming and helpful 
thoughts on childhood by Hans Christian 
Anderson, Kipling, Dickens, R. L. Steven- 
son, and many other great thinkers, heighten 
the great value of these marvelous books. 


Shall a Child of Eight ke Taken 
to the Movies? 


Hundreds of the most perplexing prob- 
lems known tq conscientious parents are 
clearly answered and fully explained by 
experts. 

When shall a child eat candy? 

What should be the happiest time of the 
day? 

Why is a rag doll better than the finest 
creation of a doll factory? 

How do children learn? 

Shoui4 Mother Goose be abolished? 






How can a child be broken of the habit 
of asking foolish questions? 
How can a child be taught obedience? 


Recommended by 
Famous Experts 


America’s leading child training experts 
are unanimous in their praise of this 
remarkable set of books. 

“Am recommending it to all young 
mothers of my acquaintance,’’ says Cathe- 
rine R. Watkins, Director of Kindergarten, 
Washington, D. C. 

“A wonderful thing for the happiness and 
all-around development of little children 
and for the future welfare of our country,” 
says Catherine D. Aborn, Director of 
Kindergartens, Boston, Mass. 

“The very best of their kind,” is the 
sweeping verdict of Luella A. Palmer, 
Director of Kindergartens, New York City. 
“Unquestionably worth while to put such 
books in the hands 
of mothers,” de- 
clares Mrs. Mary 
Boomer Page, 
Director of the 
Chicago Teachers’ 
College. 


Send No 
Money Now 


So great is our 
faith in these books 
that we want you 
to examine them 
absolutely without 
charge. Make no 
deposit. Pay noth- 
ing in advance. 
Just fill in and mail 
the coupon, and we 
will send you these 
five big volumes, 
printed in clear 
type on excellent paper, handsomely bound 
in red and gold, arid wonderfully illustrated. 
Look them over for a week. If you are 
not absolutely satisfied that they are just 
what you need, return them to us. 

If you find they will help you make your 
children happier, as they have helped so 
many other mothers, send us $2.50 and $2.00 
a month for the next five months, or else 
$11.88 in full payment. 


Mail the Coupon Today 


Send for these books now, before you 
turn the page, and heighten the happiness 
of your children for years to come. 


HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 
4 Park Street OSTON, MASS. 


-— ~. —couron- --4 


HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 
Private Library Dept. 5-1 


4 Park St., Boston, Mass. 


| Please send me the five volumes of THE | 

| KINDERGARTEN CHILDREN’S HOUR. If 
satisfactory I will pay $2.50 oa seven days | 
after receipt of the books, d $2.00 a month 

| thereafter for five months; or $11. 88 within seven | 

days after receipt of the books if I pay in full. 
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Show some espeed! 


Ball Bearings 


Cannot get out of order. 


Adjustable 


From six to eight inches. 
Fits any child’s foot. 


Guaranteed 


Will last four times 
longer than other makes. 


Mose 


HIS is the time for roller skating. 

The greatest fun ever! Makes you 

strong. Builds muscle in your legs, 
and makes your cheeks rosy. Show your 
boy and girl friends some real speed with 
these fine skates. The finest you ever saw. 
Just think—they have ball bearings, 
rubber tires, are beautifully nickel plated 
and have toe clamps and heel straps. 


Here is the way you 


can get YOUR skates 


Both boys and girls can win these 
skates. All yow have to do is show this 
copy of Cui_p Lire to the mothers of 
your playmates. Tell thefm how much 
you enjoy Dizzy Lizzie and Pudgy and 
the cut-outs and Who’s Who in the Zoo, 
and everything. Then ask them for a 
year’s subscription. They will be glad to 
help you win the skates—and besides 
they will want their children to have the 
fun you get from CHILD Lire everymonth. 

Send us four new yearly subscriptions, 
and the $12.00 you have collected and 
your address and we will send you your 
skates without cost the day we get your letter. You can get these subscrip- 
tions if you really try. Tell your mother or father how much you want these 
fine, sturdy skates and they will be glad to help you get the subscriptions in 
a couple of days so you can get your skates right away. 


ATTACH YOUR ORDER TO THIS COUPON 


= =e ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee oe oe ee oe oe oe oo me oe 
CHILD LIFE 

536 South Clark St. 

Chicago, Illinois 


Send me without cost a pair of ball-bearing roller skates. I am sending $12.00 
for four subscriptions to be sent to the people whose addresses are on the attached sheet. 
TN a a oa cei i aa heii eral ee es 
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WHO’S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


Number XII 
By RUTH BRADFORD 


HAT CHEER? WHAT 

CHEER? Don’t you like 
my cheerful call? Everyone 
seems to like it, for I. am 
one of the happiest singers in 
all the treetop world. Poets 
and artists love to watch me 
flutter around my nest in ever- 
green trees, for they think I am 
really beautiful. 

My coloring—which you 
must guess—IS charming, and 
my crown IS attractive, but 
really I am not at all cocky 
over my looks. I am just gay 
and friendly and happy over 
my beautiful wife and my wife’s 
grayish purple eggs and my 
wild fruit and insect lunches 
and all the other interesting 
things that I see around me 
every single day. I am espe- 
cially fond of my family of 
baby birds which I look after 
very lovingly while my wife is 
hatching a second brood. 

I’m not going to tell you my 
scientific name for it sounds 
too much like my every day 
one that you are going to guess. 
But I’ll tell you this: I belong 
to the grosbeak group of the 
finch family, I am not quite 
nine inches long, I sometimes 
go as far north as. New York 
and Iowa but I like the South 
best, and I have the very same 
name as certain churchmen and 
flowers. 

WHAT CHEER? WHAT 
CHEER? Now you know who 
Iam. Don’t you? 
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NUMBER TWELVE 


Dear Children: Read about me on the preceding 
page, guess my name and color me in my really 
truly colors. Then send before May 15 to Ruth 
Bradford, CHILD LIFE, Rand M¢Nally & Company, 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill. Be sure to send 


your name and age and address with your page. 

The best page and answer by a girl wins a prize, 
and so does the best page and answer by a boy. 
The boys and girls who do the next-best pages and 
answers are listed on our Honor Roll. 
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THE JOLIN JJ'S 


BY HELENE NYCE- 


oe 2s 50, Pa. found Betsy \if lk home -ond gave Betsy |] worm milk. Pe told 
in -and a little new |fiond Boss Seperate erds|f|>im he must Feach 
wobbl ae 5 oan calf. He carried|i\ pra dove of jE\ Dossy drink — 


Sove Johnny 0} 


[Dossy didnt wont Y Then She butted the 


rs pail— some the Then she called “Moa-o-a 2-0" 
leorn- she Genes milk Spilled— Jock heord -—he ren fo see! 


ia | Belsy didn't 


rove —_ 


Wyfter ther — jock alwey4 mode 
sure of her where abours when 
he traveled abroad. 
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Your Child Will Love Music 





Internationally famous as a concert 
pianist and composer—recognized as 
the world’s foremost musical instructor. 


a is nothing in the training of a 
child that can take the place of a 
musical education. It awakens and inspires 
the young mind—stimulates the imagina- 
tion—tempers and directs the youthful 
emotions into wholesome channels. 

Parents recognize the value of a musical 
education for their children, but up to the 
present time there has been no course or 
method of musical instruction which makes 
the subject of absorbing interest—one 
which is so fascinating to the child that 
she approaches the subject with interest 
and enthusiasm. 


“Taking Lessons’’ to No Purpose 


Many parents have invested money and effort in 
— lessons’ for their children—to no purpose. 

hy? Because, only too often, the teacher was 
thoughtlessly selected—from hearsay or maybe 

ause she happened to live close to the home. 
No thought was given to her real knowledge of music, 
or her ability to impart that knowledge. Her 
methods were not founded on an understanding of 
child psychology—she never dreamt of teaching the 
fundamentals of music in systematical, logical order. 
She taught notes and fingering very much as she 
would have trained her pet parrot to speak. As a 
result, the child became a mimic of greater or less 
degree, with littlé more connected understanding of 
the fundamentals of music than the parrot knows 
of English grammar. 


Under such circumstances, no wonder most children 
have no interest in music—rebel at meaningless 
practice, and soon escape entirely from such drudgery 
and uninteresting work. In such instances the 
money invested by the parents is wasted, and worse 
still, the cherished result is gone forever. The 
teacher—hired to educate—failed to win the interest 
of the child. 


But thanks to Leopold Godowsky and his associ- 
ates, in co-operation with the Art Publication Society 
this situation has undergone an amazing change. 


The founders of the Art Publication Society, recog- 
nizing the shortcomings of existing methods, decided 
that a drastic change in the method of piano instruc- 
tion was necessary. 
study of the subject, they came to the conclusion 
that music must be taught from a standardized 
course, like reading, geography or arithmetic. It 


must be taught in such a way that the fundamentals , 


of harmony, rhythm and melody would take their 
proper place in musical instruction—and the entire 
subject, instead of being a drudgery, would be so 
fascinating and pleasing as to completely capture 
the interest of the pupil. 


But how to do this? Who was musically com- 
petent to prepare such a course, and at the same time 
understood children and sympathized with them? 


What Leopold Godowsky Did— 


Leopold Godowsky, world famous pianist and 
composer, whose name is a household word among 
cultured people the world over, was selected as being 
ideal for the work. A committee from the Society 
made the long journey across the Atlantic to meet 
Mr. Godowsky at Vienna. The plan in mind was 
presented to Mr. Godowsky, and after mature 


love it’? 


After long consideration and ° 


Will your child “hate’’ music or “‘just 
Will she tearfully protest 
against practicing, or strive enthusias- 
tically to make progress? 
“take lessons” for years and then quit, 
or advance rapidly and become an ac- 
complished pianist? The answers lie 
with you—the way is here. 


deliberation, he was so enthused with the entire idea 
that he agreed to head a group of expert pianists, 
composers and pedagogs in the preparation of the 
course. 

The task was colossal—far greater than either 
Mr. Godowsky or his associates had anticipated. 
Nothing of the kind had ever been done before—they 
had no material from which to work, and were 
obliged to go to the beginning and literally create 
the whole course. 

One year was spent in establishing the tunda- 
mental outline—and after that, for over six years, 
the course was constantly revised and improved to 
meet the situations which practical application dis- 
closed. The twenty-two major subjects and their 
many subdivisions were carefully correlated and 
placed in their logical order, something that had 
never before been done. nd above all, the study 
of music was made so fascinating, so interesting so, 
understandable as to win the enthusiasm of any 
child. This great work of Mr. Godowsky and 
his associates is called ‘‘The Progressive Series of 
Piano Lessons.” 


Specially Trained Instructors 


It was immediately recognized that the course 
could be imparted to people only through highly 
trained music instructors, who must first understand 
the Progressive Series thoroughly. Accordingly, 
Normal Centers were established in various parts of 
the country. These Normals attracted nation-wide 
attention in the profession, and many of the finest 
piano instructors enrolled. There they were first 
taught the Series—taught to understand its purpose 
and methods, and taught how to impart it to their 
pupils. To those who qualified by passing a rigid 
examination were issued certificates, and then, full of 
enthusiasm, they went home to really TEACH music. 





The Class-Room Method 


Space will not permit a complete explanation of 
the method, but the fundamental principle is the 
Class-Room Method—where the children are taught 
the fundamentals of the art—where they learn the 
principles of harmony, rhythm and melody—so that 
the actual playing is only a practical application of 
what they learn in their class-room studies. Instead 
of drudgery, with no objective in view, the child 
thoroughly understands the purpose for which he 
is striving, and is enthusiastic to master it. Interest 





Will she 


When Tausht This Way 


Method planned and prepared by Leopold Godowsky, 
Josef Hoffman, Emil Sauer and forty others 


This is not a corre- 
spondence school. It is 
a course of Piano instruc- 
tion giver IN YOUR 
OWN HOME CITY, un- 
der the personal direction 
of an authorized teacher 
of the Progressive Series 
of Piano Lessons, pre- 
pared by Leopold Godow- 
sky and Associates. 


















is aroused from the start—practice is made to appear 
the means to an end. Individual instruction, in con- 
iunction with Class-Room studies, is applied with 
quick and satisfying results. 


10,000 Teachers Using the 
Progressive Series 


Since the Progressive Series of Piano Lessons was 
made available ten years ago, over 30,000 examina- 
tions of music teachers from every part of the 
country have been graded by the Society’s National 
Board of Examiners. Of all the teachers taking these 
examinations, the percentage which qualified is not 
a large one—in fact, slightly less than 19,000 have 
succeeded. The Society, hewever, is glad to an- 
nounce that after ten years of these trials, a qualified 
Progressive Series teacher is now available in the 
great majority of towns of over 2500 inhabitants. 


a 
~ 





These teachers hold a certificate from the Society 
and are now at work, and their classes and services 
are open to your children. 

All the details of the Progressive Series—how it 
was originated—what it is—how it is taught—and 
the results it has accomplished—are contained in a 
booklet called ‘‘ Winning the Child to Music.” This 
booklet is clearly written and easily read. It will 
be sent without charge to parents who seriously 
consider giving their children a musical education. 

Are you one of these parents? Do you want your 
child simply to go through the routine of “taking 
lessons’ or to love music for its own sake? Do you 
want your child to approach the subject with tears 
and rebellion—or with that eagerness and enthusiasm 
which will carry through to success? The free 
booklet which we offer will guide you on the right 
road. Send for it today. It will mean much to the 
future happiness and culture of your child. 


Art Publication Society 
4520 Olive St. St. Louis, Mo. 


Please send me your free booklet ‘Winning the 
Child to Music.” I will read it carefully. 
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FOR YOUR BOY 


CAMP FAIRWOOD is located on Torch Lake, 
Michigan, in the famous Traverse Bay region. 

Boys from 9-18, well recommended, will be 
accepted. 

All activities are supervised. Resident physi- 
cian. Food and sanitation the best. Separate 
Junior, Intermediate and Senior Departments. 
Juniors given individual care—special quarters. 


Illustrated booklet free on request. 


Address: Capt. M. F. EDER,' Ohio Military 
Institute, Cincinnati, O. 


CAMP NEECARNIS 


Big Star Lake, Mich. 


For Junior Girls 
and Boys 


Special accommo- 
dations for the care 
of younger children 
at this ideal camp 
for juniors. Experi- 
enced counsellors 
plan each day’s ac- 
tivities. Meals 

carefully prepared by an experi- 
enced dietician. Supervised 
play and long hours of rest. 


Illustrated Booklet Free Giving 
Further Information 
Miss EDITH C. HOLT, Director 
39 Fitch Place, S. E. 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 





CAMP HALCYON FOR GIRLS 


Ten miles south of Holland, Mich. 150 acres on Lake 
Michigan. Notents. Enrollment limited. Individual 
supervision of diet, hours of sleep and _ recreation. 
Especially equipped for girls under 14. Booklet. 


Mimi H. Garesche, 3622 Pine St. 
DIRECTORS | Ann O. Watt, St. Louis, Mo. 





Can Your Child Educate 
Himself? 


Would you think of giving your 
child a book and telling him to 
educate himself? Certainly not; 
you provide him with competent 
teachers and you take a personal 
interest in his studies. You would 
not deny him nine months of school 
each year. 


Is Character Developed 
Solely by Work? 


But is your child’s character de- 
veloped solely by work? Do you 
feel that his months of play deserve 
less intelligent supervision than his 
months of study? When summer 
comes you wish him to give his 
time to play and relaxation in order 
that he build up his health and re- 
inforce his intellectual powers. 
-But you realize that idleness does 
not mean relaxation and that un- 
supervised play is not liable to be 
beneficial play. 

What you would like to give your 
boy or girl when summer comes are 
the advantages of an outdoor life. 
You would like to have him taught 
swimming and diving, canoeing and 
rowing and be assured that he is 
safe while learning. Perhaps you 
would include horseback riding, 
overnight camping trips, archery, 
fishing, baseball and basketball, 
dramatics and dancing in your 
program, and would want him to 
“rough it’’ without being exposed 
to the dangers that ‘‘roughing it”’ 
usually entails. 
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FUN~FOR 


OYS AND GI 


For Girls 10 to 18 
on Lake Michigamme, Michigamme, Michigan 
Eleventh Season 

Swimming, diving, Red Cross life saving, canoeing, 
tennis, basket ball, base ball, dramatics, dancing, 
handicrafts, modeling, weaving. and printing. Over- 
night hikes and canoe trips. Staff of trained assistants 
including nurse and dietitian. Booklet sent on request. 
Directors, Helen 


Ross, 
Ella Ross, 1368 E. 57th St., Chicago 


Camp 
Minne-Wonka 
FOR BOYS 
Three Lakes, Wis. 


Midgets, 9 to’ 11, separate 
from main camp. Juniors, 
12 to 14; Seniors, 15 to 17. 


- Completely equipped; spe- 


cialists for camp-cra‘t; phy- 
sician and nurse on grounds. 


Complete information on 
request 


Dr. F. H. EWERHARDT 


Barnes Hospital St. Louis, Missouri 


CAMP ARBUTUS 
For Girls 11-20 Years 


Located on Lake Arbutus in Traverse 
Bay region. Water sports, camp craft, 
nature study, crafts, photography, land 
sports, all under careful supervision. Res- 
ident physican. Booklet on request. 


EDITH A. STEERE 
Lock Box 147, Adrian, Michigan 


HIS exclusive children’s camp is open to a selected 
group of girls from three to fourteen and little boys 


from three to ten. 
Dr. Edith B. Lowry. 


Under the personal direction of 


For illustrated booklet of information write 


ORCHARD HILL CAMP for CHILDREN 


On The Beautiful Fox River 


St. Charles Illinois 
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CAMP WINNEPE 


FOR BOYS EAGLE RIVER. WIS. 
Fourteenth Year 


Health Junior Senior, Midget divisions 
with separate programs. Beautiful 
Character 


surroundings, excellent facilities for 
athletics, canoe trips. Physician on 
Wholesome staff. Every boy receives individual 
Pleasure attention. Write for booklet. 
HOMER L. THOMAS, Director 
1304 29th St., North, Birmingham, Ala. 


SANDSTONE CAMP GiiscoNsin’ 
WISCONSIN 
HE Camp of Happiness. Thirteenth season. 
Five hours ride from Chicago. Junior division 
provides best of care for girls 8 to 13. Careful 
suvervision and instruction in all activities. Grad- 
uate nurse in charge of health. Address 


MISS ESTHER G. COCHRANE 
3722B Pine Grove Ave. Chicago, III. 


1Camp Wildwood 


Northport, Michigan 


Special attention given 
to Juniors 


DALcroze Eurythmics 
taught by an authorized teacher. 
Horseback riding. Land and water 
sports. All included in season tui- 
tion. 200 acres on Lake Michigan shore. 


Write for catalogue 


MRS. ELEANOR HARRIS BURGESS, 
Director 


5217 Cornell Avenue Chicago, Illinois 


HEALTH~ CHARACTER~ ER-FUN~FOK 













Camp Mishike “Te” 


for BOYS 
In the heart of the North Woods, near 
Winchester, Wis. Definite program of 
forestry, under trained foresters. Canoe- 
ing, exploring marking trails, learning 
woods lore. Every day an adventure. 
1700 acres. Four miles lake shore. 
Write for booklet. 

,W. E. SANDERSON, Director 

Box X555 Madison, Wis. 









JF You could peep 
at all the camps 
we rather believe 
you'd choose 
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BOYS AND GIRLS 








Can You Give Your Child 
These Advantages? 


You are probably not prepared, 
in your own home, to give your 
child these advantages. It is your 
need and that of other parents that 
the summer camp is meeting so 
ably. Whether your child attends 
a public or private school, its ac- 
tivities solve a very real problem in 
supplementing the training of both 
school and home. It provides the 
boy and girl with such an education 
as only the outdoors can give, and 
it teaches them the value of team 
work and cooperation with their 
fellows. Through its physical train- 
ing and its sports it builds up their 
health and develops their self- 
control. Moreover, it provides 
them with wholesome good times. 


Particular Camps Meet 
Particular Needs 


The selection of a camp for your 
child may prove one of the deter- 
mining factors in his future. You 
wish to be assured that his individ- 
ual needs will be cared for and that 
during each hour of the twenty-four 
only the best influences will be at 
work. Particular camps are adap- 
ted to meet particular needs, but 
the average parent is hampered in 
his selection by lack of information. 


Our Service 


To assist parents in choosing a camp for 
their children, CHILD LIFE has established 
a@ camp service. We are careful in making 
suggestions, and we are ready to furnish such 
information and data at our disposal as will 
aid parents tn an intelligent selection. 


Address: 
E. EVALYN GRUMBINE, Director 


CAMP SERVICE 


CHILD LIFE 
536 S. Clark St. Chicago, Illinois 





STONE HILL, CAMP. FOR GIRLS 


for the girls there do just the things you'd like to do 
during vacation time and they do all of their in- 
teresting stunts on charming, hilly and wooded 
camp property beside a crystal clear lake in the 
magic Northlands of Wisconsin. 


Of course, there’s Swimming, Canoeing, Horse- 
back Riding, Arts and Crafts and all Out-of-door 
Games as well as Dancing, Indian Legend of the 
nearby Chippewas and the not meant to be believed 
tales about Paul Bunyan and his lumberjacks. 





of his men had to skate around on it with hams 
strapped to their boots) 

You'll see virgin forests, an Indian village, water- 
falls, the place where cranberries come from and 
maybe some tiny deer. And at night you'll sleep 
in snug log cabins built just for the girls. We do 
wish you had one of our pictured booklets. If 
you'd like one write to 



























CAMP 
CHA-TON-KA 


Camp Cha- 
ton-ka on beau- 
tiful Lake 
Michigamme 
for girls 8 to 18. 
Offering a care- 
fully varied program under delightful living condi- 
tions. Real camp life, camping trips into the 
woods and canoeing trips a specialty; all out-door 
games, swimming, dancing and correction gymnas- 
tics under expert instructors; handicraft, dra- 
matics, and music. A wonderful eight weeks. 
Free booklet. 


Address: CAMP CHA-TON-KA 
°/o Mrs. Wright Smith, Sec’ y-Director 
1600 Arlington Rd. Route6 Independence, Mo. 























































































OSHIB-WAH 


A Small Camp for Girls 
Lake Leelanau, East Leland, Michigan 






OSHIB-WAH girls under the immediate 
leadership of directors, are given true out- 
door life in a real wood's atmosphere. 

Exceptional advantages in Music are offered 







in addition to athletics, 
cruising, dramatics and the 
many other activities which 
go with the woods and lake. 















Booklet sent to parents 
who are interested 


MRS. MARTIN D. ATKINS 
1360 E. 58th Street 
Chicago 




















































































CAMP MICHIGAMME ~ 


The Camp of the North Woods” 
Lake Michigamme Upper Peninsula, Mich. 
2200 ft. Elevation. Girls 8-20 years. 

Experienced Councilors. Excellent food. Health 
building activities. Side trips to Marquette and the 
Copper Country. Illustrated booklet upon request. 

Dorothy M. Wendels, Director 
714 Lawe St. Green Bay, Wis. 





















































MARIE LANDRY ADAMS, Director 





(Paul had such a monstrous appetite for pancakes 
that just to grease the griddle for frying them two 





STONE HILL CAMP FOR GIRLS 


uniors, 6 to 12 Seniors, 13 and over 
19th Floor, Stevens Building Chicago, Il. 












ee 
(alGorgie andthe 
National Parks— 


Santa Fe superior service 
and scenery ~s Fred Harve 
meals —= —= -your assutian 
of a delightful trip —— 


MR. W. J. BLACK, Pass. Traf. Mgr.. Santa Fe Sys. 

: 1004 Railway Exchange, Chicago, IIl. 

‘ Please send me Santa Fe picture-folders } 
‘ and details as to cost of round trip ticket 
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DICK AND DOLLY’S 
DECORATION DAY 


(Continued from page 289) 


cially,’ she said, “I want to 
thank Dick and Dolly for 
having the right idea of deco- 
ration.” 

“Oh, do you mean clean 
hands for best clothes?”’ piped 
up Dolly, so interested that 
she forgot all the people. 

And Teacher said yes, she 
meant that. 

“Decoration Day is fine,” 
said Dick on the way home, 
“and it belongs to war. But 
I like that John Wright, and 
I have to believe him, because 
he’s just been in a war and he 
ought to know. So I’m going 
to see to it every chance I get 
that there shan’t be another 
war, ever.” 


w 


VAN DAY 


MARJORIE BARROWS 


ILE up, pile up each acorn cup 
And throw that moss away! 
The turtle van is at the door 
And it is Moving Day! 


That lucky stone and fairy cone— 
Pack everything you find, 

Lift up those toadstool tables there 
And strap them on behind. 


Sir Busby went and raised our rent 
A pollen pot each hour, 

So now we’ve found a better home 
At 7 Blue Bird Bower. 


We’ve glowworm light and oh, its 
quite 

As modern as can be, 

With morning-glory radios— 

Drop in someday—and see! 


Ding dong! Ding dong! 
bluebell gong! 

It’s time to be away! 

The turtle van is at the door 

And it is Moving Day! 


The 





KICK AND PUNCH 


By Dr. EMMETT DUNN ANGELL—The Play Man 


Author of Play, A Book of Games, Cage Ball Book, Real Games for Real Kids, etc 


OPPO had been to the school on numer- 
ous occasions but Miss Frazer, the 
popular young teacher, had never 

visited the home of the famous ex-clown whose 
games and friendly manner had made him the 
most popular citizen of the village; he was all 
of that in the judgment of the children, and 
many of the parents would have given him 
their votes in a popularity contest. It was 
quite the custom to turn to Toppo when ideas 
were wanted for parties at church or school 
and the fun-maker never failed them. Miss 
Frazer was so full of her problem that she lost 
no time in explaining the reason for her call. 

“I suppose I should know how to handle 
this myself,’’ she began dolefully, “‘but I sim- 
ply can’t—and I do hope that you can suggest 
something. 

“You know that little school about two 
miles down the river at the place called Ben’s 
Grove?” she continued. “Well, I didn’t 
know it when I came here to teach but for 
years there has been a regular feud between 
the village children and the Ben’s Grove chil- 
dren. It has reached such a state that it is 
really dangerous for one or two villagers to 
go too near the Grove. There is sure to be 
a fight and usually our children are outnum- 


bered and get the worst of the encounter. 

“Why, just this week Bert and Andy came 
to school with cut lips and Bert had a black 
eye. They had gone down the river looking 


for May flowers and met a gang of these Grove 
children led by a miserable little rowdy—a boy 
they called Dip Streeter.” 

Toppo laughed and patted Miss Frazer’s 
shoulder reassuringly and said that he thought 
he had a plan. 

“It may seem like a funny one to you but 


let us try it,” he urged. ‘You call up the 
teacher of the Ben’s Grove School and ask her 
to co-operate. Tell her to get ready for a 
May Day party and that you are coming with 
your class to enjoy it with her. You can add, 
if you wish, that I would like to come too.” 

“Oh, will you do that ?”’ exclaimed the much 
troubled little teacher. ‘“‘I know Polly Smith 
who teaches there will be delighted, for we 
were classmates.” 

The next two weeks were full of anticipa- 
tion. It seemed a thrilling adventure to go 
into the camp of the enemy. Polly Smith 
came over to the village and met Toppo and 
there were several conferences regarding the 
program for the eventful day. 

It was an excited crowd of youngsters that 
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started for Ben’s Grove and the May Day 
program for their big adventure was as beau- 
tiful as a May Day is supposed to be. 

The Ben’s Grove youngsters were just as 
much excited as the “villagers.” 
They were embarrassed when 
the troop of children Cie iF 
arrived with Miss 7 |e 
Frazer but the sullen 
scowling faces that 
usually greeted 
their town ene- 
mies had altered 
to frank curi- 
osity. They 
didn’t know 
exactly what 
would happen 
but it surely 
would be much 
more thrilling than 
school. It was at this 
strategic moment that 
Toppo arrived. The 
little clown had not 


spent years in a circus without learning i a = S 


the value of a dramatic entrance. Every 
eye turned as the clattering feet of Spic 
and Span brought the cart swiftly down 
the road, never stopping until it was 
brought to pause between the two bands of 
interested children. Toppo hopped out and 
greeted the two expectant teachers and then 
insisted that he be introduced to all of the 
Ben’s Grove boys and girls. Then things 


happened quickly. The bigger boys and girls, © 


organized into a group, were soon playing 
“Rabbit Nest.” As soon as Toppo saw that 
they understood the game he unharnessed the 
two clever ponies and in charge of Mary Emily 
and Carol all of the smaller children were 
given horseback rides. Each of the strong 
little horses could easily carry two or three of 
the small tots and many journeys were made 
down to the bend of the road and back. 
Broncho Tag and Snatch the Handkerchief 


gis mS ae 
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and others of the games that had delighted the 

villagers were taught and enjoyed by the 
Ben’s Grove children. 

It looked like trouble at one time, when 

during the rest following one of 

the games it was noticed that 

Jack Randolph and Dip 

Streeter werestruggling 

fiercely in the corner 

of the playground. 

The two teachers 

were alarmed 

but when the 

two boys rolled 

over in a tangle 

| of arms and legs 

7 Hy and came to 

; their feet breath- 

ing hard but 

smiling, they saw 

that the two boys 

were using the usual 


boy method of getting 


acquainted. 
Toppo had in the 
meantime blown up a 
cage ball and when the 
youngsters saw the big 
thirty-inch ball fill with 
air they gathered around eagerly. 

“There,” said Toppo, as he finished lacing 
up the ball, “‘we are going to have one grand 
battle to finish this May Day. The game 
that I am going to tell you about is called 
KICK AND PUNCH. And it will be a 
team game. All of Miss Smith’s school will 
play against Miss Frazer’s. The boys of one 
team will line up and the boys of the other 
team will line up facing them.” 

When the boys had formed the lines Toppo 
had.them sit on the ground. This arrange- 
ment made two lines of boys sitting so that 
when their legs were stretched there was a 
space of about a foot between the lines of feet. 
The children of both groups waited eagerly. 
The girls of each school then formed lines 
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behind the boys but instead of sitting were 
permitted to kneel. 

“Now,” explained Toppo as he stood with 
the big inflated ball between the two 


double rows of children, “I will Pe \ 
throw this ball between the two i Me 
( 


teams. and the object 
of the game is 
to make the ball 
touch the 
ground in 


“ é 
O a 
sere. 


back of your opponents. The boys must kick 
the ball and are not permitted to touch it 
with their hands. The girls will bat the ball 
or punch it. Each time the ball touches the 
ground in back of your team it counts a 
point for the other team. Seven points win 
agame. Ready—let’s go!” 

The big ball volleyed back and forth as the 
children kicked and punched. One good kick 
from Dip Streeter’s sturdy toe sent it sailing 
high over the heads of the village team for the 
first point. Elizabeth tried to reach it but 
it was too high. 

“Go and get the ball,” ordered Toppo. 


Outdoor Sports 


' 
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‘ 
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“It is the rule of the game that the one of the 
team nearest to the ball when a point is made 
goes and gets it and 
throws it in as I did 
at the beginning of 

the game.” 
Elizabeth 


cas 
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scampered after the cage ball and the kicking 
and punching continued when she tossed it in 
between the teams. The Ben’s Grove team 
played on even terms with the villagers and 
when the score was four to four in games an 
additional game was played to settle the cham- 
pionship. It was even right up to the last 
point and with the score six to six Dip Streeter 
covered himself with glory by scoring the 
final and winning point with another well 
directed kick. 

“TI think this was just a wonderful day,” 
said Miss Frazer appreciatively, as they 
started back toward the village. “‘ Why those 


(Continued on page 301) 








RAND M‘SNALLY 


BOOKS for CHILDREN 
“Windermere Series” 


PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED BY 
ARTISTS OF NATIONAL REPUTATION 


Fourteen volumes-of this series comprising the standard 
classics—literally the world’s best stories for young people. 
The education of no man or woman is complete without a 
knowledge of and a familiarity with these famous stories. 
Size 634x9% inches. 300 to 600 pages. Beautifully 
bound in cloth. Price $1.75 each. 


HE boys and girls who read these books meet the 
heroes of the past and present, the wonders of fairy- 
land and the lure of strange and beautiful countries. 
Here, in the best of the world’s famous stories for young 
people—fairylore, myths, chivalry, romance, adventure— 
gather the great of all ages—gods, magicians and men. 
The books are set up in large type on good paper. 


*‘Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through 
a Looking Glass.”’ 


‘‘Anderson’s Fairy Tales.’’ The old fairy tales told by 
the son of a carpenter who became the best-beloved of all 
the story tellers for children. 


‘The Arabian Nights’”’ with pictures by Milo Winter. 
“Grimm’s Fairy Tales’? without which no young 


peoples’ library is complete. 


“‘Gulliver’s Travels.’’ These experiences in lands of 
pigmies and giants have a great attraction for readers of 
all ages. 

‘‘Heidi’’—one of the most beautiful stories for children 
ever written. A rare translation. 

‘‘Ivanhoe.”’ For romance, history and knight errantry 
this book has no equal. 

‘Robinson Crusoe.’’ These adventures are so true to 
life that they seem not merely a story but actual experiences 
by land and sea. 


“Swiss Family Robinson.”’ Good reading for boy and 
girl scouts. 

‘‘Tanglewood Tales’? by Hawthorne. The myths of 
the long past could hardly come in more beautiful form. 

‘*The Three Musketeers.”” New translation, suitable 
for young people, illustrated with 8 full-page color plates by 
Milo Winter. 


*‘Treasure Island.’”’ Robert Louis Stevenson. Con- 
sidered the best treasure story that ever charmed a reader. 


“Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea.”’ Jules 
Verne. A fine translation by Philip Allen of the University 
of Chicago. 


*“‘A Wonder Book.”? Another book of absorbing myths 
just as good as Tanglewood Tales. 


For sale at all shops and stores 
wherever books are sold and by 


Ranp MSNALLY & GOMPANY 


Publishers 
536 S. Clark Street Chicago 
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THE ADVENTURES 
OF TOM TRIPP 


(Continued from page 278) 


the rock, watching with uneasy 
astonishment Tom _ Tripp’s 
reckless lingering in the camp 
of the enemy. Marty, worn 
out with the long bicycle ride, 
had fallen asleep beside his 
brother. 

“Those guys down there are 
no good, I can tell that from 
here,’’ muttered Dolf. “Why 
don’t Tom make tracks out of 
there, I wonder?” 

When he saw Tom tossed 
into the automobile, which 
then tore off madly in the 
wrong direction, Dolf leaped 
to his feet instantly, then 
stooped and shook his brother 
awake. 

“Look, Mart,” he said, his 
teeth chattering with fear and 
excitement, “‘those guys are 
kidnapping Tom Tripp, too,. 
along with Wattie. Look, 
they’re driving for t’other side 
o’ the gulch as fast as they can, 
with both o’ them aboard. 
Hustle, Marty, jump on your 
bike and ride for your life to 
tell his Grandpa Kearns, so 
he’ll get men and come after 


Tom.” 


Poor, dazed, little six-year- 
old Marty stumbled toward his 
wheel, whimpering and knuck- 
ling the tears out of his blue 
eyes. 

“‘ Aren’t you comin’ with me, 
Dolf?” he quavered. “I don’t 
know as I can find my way 
back to the ranch alone.” 

“No, no, don’t be a boob, 
Mart. Of course, you know 
the way. Just follow the trail. 
I can’t come with you ’cause 
I’ve got to race after that there 
machine and try to keep it in 
sight till the crossroads, so I 
can tell the men which way to 
go after it. I don’t know’s I 
can do it, but I’ve got to try.” 

Dolf, as he talked, had un- 
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strapped and thrown aside the 
foolish toy “billy,” but he 
snatched up the field glasses 
from where they lay beside the 
wheels. 

““Mebbe they ’ll help me keep 
a bead on the auto when I 
can’t run any more,” he said 
and bounded off frenziedly in 
the direction of the fast disap- 
pearing car. Halfway down 
the hillside he turned to shriek, 
“Hurry, Marty, hurry!” but 
the little boy was already out 
of sight. 


(The Third part of The Adventures of Tom 
Tripp will appear in the June issue of 
CHILD LIFE.) 
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KICK AND PUNCH 


(Continued from page 299) 


Grove children were really very 
nice. Even that Dip Streeter 
wasn’t half as bad as I ex- 
pected.” 

“Well, you see I knew that 
all the time,” laughed Toppo, 
“for people seldom are as bad 
as they are painted.” 

‘“‘What do you think!’’ 
shouted Jack as he came pant- 
ing down the road. He hadn’t 
started with the others but had 
been in earnest consultation 
with Dip when they started 
homeward. “Dip Streeter 
knows where there is a den of 
baby foxes and he wants Andy 
and Jack and me to go with 
him Saturday—and by being 
awful quiet we can see ’em 
play. Gee, won’t that be 
great?”’ 

“What!” exclaimed Toppo, 
pretending to be deeply of- 
fended. “I thought you were 
coming. to my house Saturday 
afternoon.” 

“Oh, we are! It’s in the 
morning that we go to see the 
foxes and Dip wants to come 
to your place with us in the 
afternoon.” 

“Well, Miss Fraser,” said 
the smiling clown, “I guess 
that the ‘village’-Ben’s Grove 
feud has died a natural death.” 


CHILD LIFE 


She Talks 


She Sleeps 


She Won’t 
Break 


She is three inches 
higher than the seat 
of a chair and—You 
can make her walk 


This great big beautiful 


doll is for you! 


. a doll as big as baby sister! Every girl in town will want to see 
her go to ‘sleep. They'll long to hear her call you “Mama! Mama!” They'll 
love her all the way from the top of her organdie and lace bonnet to the tip of 
her patent leather slippers. 

This talking and sleeping doll is as big as baby sister—she stands higher than 
the seat of.a big chair. 

Tell the mothers of your friends about CuiLp Lire and how much fun 
have reading it. Take this copy and show them “In Music Land,” “Little 
Artists,” ‘“‘Good Citizens’ “Joy Givers’ Club.” 

They’ ll see what a wentutel's magazine Cup Lirs is for their children and 
will give you a subscription. Mother will gladly help you, too, by telling her 
friends about it. 

Simply send us four new subscriptions other than your own and the $12.00 


~ you have collected and your own address, and we will send the doll by parcel 


post prepaid. 


—SEND IN THIS ENTRY BLANK RIGHT AWAY— 


Write your name and address on this entry blank, tear it out and send it in. 
We will write you a letter telling more about how you can easily get the four 
subscriptions and we will send you order blanks. 


CHILD LIFE, Da: OS 
536 South Clark Chicago, II. 


Yes, I want that great big beautiful doll. Tell me more about how I can win it and send 
me order blanks right away. 
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She will play with You 
all Vacation 
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WHO’S WHO IN 
CHILD LIFE 


WOULD you like to win a prize—a real 

prize that you can have lots of fun with? 
Of course you would! You boys and girls 
who read CHILD LIFE will surely be in- 
terested in our two new Prize Contests that 
begin in the magazine next month. One will 
be an Art Contest and the other will be a 
Literary Contest. Turn to our charming 
poster page and page 314 and read all about it! 

This month besides welcoming FRANCES 
CAVANAH’S delightful play, “Dream Need- 
les,’ CHILD LIFE readers will find poems 
by such real poets as HELEN WING, DIXIE 
WILLSON and MARY CAROLYN DAVIES. 
We also find a quaint Rootabaga story by 
CARL SANDBURG, the famous American poet, 
a story about Jonas Jones Huckabuck and his 
popcorn harvest that popped all over his 
farm, and about Pony Pony Huckabuck who 
discovered the Chinese silver slipper buckles. 
This month, too, we are sure to enjoy 
MARGARET WARDE’S Decoration Day story, 
and are eager to know what happens to Tom 
Tripp next! ‘‘Every page I read over and over 
again” write some of our readers. This 
month and next month you will wear out 
your CHILD LIFE, too! 

Next month we have other surprises in 
store for you. KATHERINE PYLE, who 
has written so many well-loved fairy tales, 
writes you an Indian story about “The Boy 
Who Snared The Sun”; MARGARET WARDE, 
the Betty Wales lady, has Dick and Dolly 
spend a jolly last day at school; GEORGE 
GARTLAN, the director of public school music 
of New York City, has Uncle Jerome take 
Tommy and Loraine and their friends on a 
lovely musical picnic; MOLLY WINSTON 
PEARSON tells you the end of Tom Tripp’s 
interesting adventures with his dog Wattie, 
and other good writers contribute stories and 
verses and games that you will like ever so 
much —including DR. EMMETT ANGELL’S 
feature story about Toppo and his tourna- 
ment. 

CHILD LIFE for June is another prize 
package! 
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“Little puppies Pekingese 
Which would you like best of these? 
All, attention, if you please, 
Sun Dogs of ancient Chinese.” 
$35 and up, photos from 
MRS. G. KRAEMER 
2269-A Metropolitan Ave., Middle Village, L. I. 


END FOR YOUR COPY. 

Two hundred page illus- 
trated dog book about world’s 
largest kennels and its famous 
strain of Oorang Airedales 
specially trained as companions, 
watch-dogs, automobile guards, stock 
drivers, hunters, retrievers. Ten cents 
postage brings book with price lists of 
trained dogs, puppies, supplies, feeds, 
medicines, etc. 


OORANG KENNELS 


Box 64, LA RUE, OHIO 





‘“‘Strong Heart’’ Police Dogs 


“Character plus Appearance.” 
You can pay more but you can't 
get a better dog. 


UN BEAM FARM 


TRONG HEART KENNELS 
East Pike, New Brunswick,N.J. 





POLICE DOGS 


Sturdy northern stock 
with over thirty cham- 
pions and grand cham- 
pions in pedigree. 


VAN DEN NORDEN 
Rappo v.d. Kriminalpolizei Kennels 
AKC 334026 8272782 Ashland Wisconsin 








PEKINGESE 


This Is Me 


I may be little and soft and plump, 

But my heart is big and true. F 

My mistress says now I'm quite big 
enough 

To leave my dear mother—for you. 


CHILD LIFE 


Dog Stories 


SPORT 


HAVE a little dog, 
And his name is Sport, 
He hates rye bread, 
But he loves fresh pork. 


When he gets first prize, 
He yelps for pies, 

My little dog does, 
When he gets first prize. 


ELMER E, JONES, JR. 
Age 9 years Evanston, Illinois 


I’M THE DOG 
FOR YOU 


, little fat and jolly, 
Full of pranks, fun and 
folly. 
My heart is big, kind and 
true. 
And I’m just the dog for 
you, 


BETTY NICHOLSON 
Age 10 years 
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What makes Molly so 

happy? I'm sure you 

don’t have to be told, 

for those two collie 

puppies answer the 
uestion. They came 
rom 


SUNNYBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 
Bloomington, Ill. 


Why don’t you write to Sunnybrae? They have 
fine collie puppies like these at reasonable 
prices. Buy a collie and you will be sure that 
you are getting the best kind of a playmate. 
Mr. F. R. Clarke, owner of the kennels, has 
written a book on Dog Training, which he 
will send to you for 35c. He would be glad to 
receive a letter from you. 


Russian Wolfhound Puppies 


Bred from the very best imported 
strains. Puppies ready for shipment. 


Prices Reasonable 


ARKANSAS VALLEY KENNELS 
Dept. A-1 


D. C. Davis, Prop. Cimarron, Kan. 


Bargains 
in Blue Ribbon 
WhiteCollies 


Write for special lists 
Shomont Waite Collies; Waace 


‘orid’s t . Our 
hite Coles will bri 
Whe Collies wit ring, beauty, 


GERMAN POLICE DOGS 
and Pups for Sale 
Orders now being booked for spring deliveries. 


Buy a puppy and make the children happy 
Write for price list. 


Cc. N. WILLARD 
Mt. View Kennel Middleville, N. Y. 


HIGHNOON WHITE COLLIES 


are ideal playmates for children 
and what better companion 
could a child have. Strong, 
healthy, vigorous, beautiful. 
Just drop a note to— 

THE HIGHNOON 
WHITE COLLIE KENNELS 
1619 Glenwood Ave. 
Youngstown, O. 





Write at once for descriptions and 
pictures from the largest and best 
appointed kennels in the World. 


$25 up : 
MRS.-HARRIE A. BAXTER 


Great Neck, Long Island, or 
489 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


CHOW CHOW PUPPY 
“The Only Live Teddy Bear” 
An all year delight. The dest pet of all 
for children. 
Send for Pictures and Information 


WAVING WILLOW KENNELS 
Grand Ave. South Englewood, N. J. 





On With the Play—A COLLIE AND THE KIDS—A Comedy of Fun 


If you want the ideal dog as playmate we suggest a Collie. Faithful, 
graceful, beautiful and gentle with the children. Our Collies have gone 
into some of the finest homes and estates in America and are a source of 


great delight to all. 


WE ARE COLLIE SPECIALISTS 


We raise all colors but specialize in Whites. Jefferson White Collies 
are the best that can be produced and have NEVER been defeated in the 
show ring. Jefferson White Collies have won more first prizes than all 
other white collies combined. They are intelligent and learn fast. 

We can supply you with a fluffy ball of fur—a pup—or a heavy ruffed 
grown up. Send for.circulars. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


THE JEFFERSON WHITE COLLIE KENNELS, Box 745, Wauseon, Ohio 


A Jefferson White is a Collie of Type 
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JANESVILLE 


Skudder Cars 


Scooters and 


COASTER WAGONS 


R children ranging in age from five 
years to fifteen, we have made this 
exceptionally sturdy group of vehicles. 


They are constructed of the best mater- 
ials and of such workmanship as rarely 
enters into childrens’ toys—made to 
stand a world of bangs and hard knocks, 
yet easy in motion, because of ball or 
roller bearings. 


Chosen on sight by the real critics of the 
Court of Boyville. 


Janesville Vehicles are on sale 
or procurable by any good 
hardware or bicycle dealer. If 
not, write us at Janesville. 


JANESVILLE PRODUCTS CO. 


Janesville, Wis. 
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THE TUMBLED DOWN HOUSE 


(Continued from page 281) 


some of the dogs fell, others climbed over 
them, over the wall and out of the yard. 
Across the stretch of smooth snow they 
dashed, straight toward the new foundation. 
Against the wall of the new house the whole 
pack of dogs hurled themselves, howling 
madly for food. The boys were so surprised 
they could only dart out of the way of the 
rush. Fortunately little Kaconoo was on the 
other side or surely she would have been hurt. 
The new wall shook—and then tumbled with 
a crash toward the center. It had not been 
built well enough to stand against such force. 
Kipsoo stared in dismay at the heap of 
snow blocks. Then his face cleared and he 
began to plan. He called off the dogs, got 
them back to their yard and fed them—not 
an easy task. And all the time he was think- 
ing and planning. He knew where his mis- 
take had been. This time he would do better. 
“Miko,” he said kindly when he came back, 
“you were right about this wall. Now this 
time we will work slowly. We will be sure 


each block is right before we set on another. 


You shall help, too, and we will all do our best. 
Better take a week and have a good house, 
say I.” 

So, happily they went to work. And 
though, on their father’s return, the work was 
nowhere near finished, every block was as 
straight and true as could be. 

“You are good boys,” said their father 
after he had inspected their work. ‘‘The wall 
is straight. The blocks are sound. It will 
be a warm house. He builds well who builds 
slowly.” 


MY MOMMY’S LAP 


DIXIE WILLSON 


a. SEEMS I just can’t wait at all 
Till I grow big and old and tall— 

But when I grow, I surely do 

Hope my own Mommy’s lap grows too! 









The City Beautiful 


The air was filled with 
the smell of freshly turned 
earth, for it was spring 
and in nearly every yard 
there was a new garden. 
The town looked very 
trim, for it had had its 
clean-up. And now, being 
clean, it was making itself 
beautiful. Flowers had 
been planted and trees set 
out, which promised to 
make the town a bower of beauty for the 
fall and summer. 

“There’s just one place in town that 
looks bad,” the G. C. L. members decided 
at their first May meeting. “It’s that 
old house on the corner where no one 
lives.”” 

“That’s just what I was going to talk 
about,” said the counselor. ‘I’ve been 
to see the agent and he says the owner 
isn’t willing to spend any time or money 
fixing it up and it’s too rundown to rent. 
He says, though, if we want to do the 
work we can fix it up and use it for a 
meeting and play place this summer. 
Shall we?” 

There were shouts of “Yes,” ‘‘Let’s 
do it,” and “‘That’s a great idea,” for the 
league members had been learning to 
repair and make garden and they had 
found that they could rely on big brothers 
oe sisters and fathers and mothers to 

elp. 

When Ben’s father returned from his 
business trip at the end of the month he 
thought he had made a mistake in the 
street, for instead of the dreary looking 
corner he saw a freshly cut lawn, well 
pruned trees and garden beds just show- 
ing green. The house, too, had been 
fixed up and he heard the sound of chil- 
dren’s voices. 

Just then the members of the Good 
Citizens’ League rushed out on the front 
porch and he understood. 

“Tt’s that Good Citizens’ League 
again,” he thought. ‘I’ve found league 
members at work in almost every town 
I’ve visited on this trip. In one place 
they had fixed up a small park; in another 


Good boys and good girls make 


their fellows. 


CHILD LIFE 


Good Citizens’ League 


MOTTO: Responsibility. 


CREED: _[ live in one of the best countries in the world and wish to do all I can to 
make it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that I am a good citizen. 


From SIR HARRY LAUDER 





A GOOD CITIZEN 
THE CITY BEAUTIFUL 


A good citizen makes his home and his 
city as attractive as possible. 


I painted some woodwork. 
I helped paper a room. 
I painted the porch. 
I mended the walk or fence. 
I painted the fence. 
I kept the yard clean. 
I kept the alley clean. 
I put all the fruit peelings into the 
box. 
I put all waste papers into a basket. 
I made a garden at home. 
I planted some flowers at home. 
. I planted some vines. 
. I planted a tree. 
I planted some grass seed. 
I raked the yard. 
I cut the grass. 
I watered the lawn. 
I made a trellis. 
I painted the porch furniture. 
I put up some new curtains. 
I worked in the school garden. 
I planted some flowers at school. 
. I started a garden in a vacant lot. 
. I made a porch box for flowers. 
I filled the porch box with black earth. 


An Honor Point is awarded for each day a 
good citizenship deed is recorded. The 
monthly Honor Roll lists the members who 
have earned twenty-five points and the states 
with the largest number of points won by its 
residents. There is a prize for those who earn 
250 Honor Points during twelve consecutive 
months. Besides the activities suggested 
above, record also those things you think of 
yourself that show you to be a good citizen. 
The best original deeds are published and 
awarded extra points. Your May list must 
reach us by June 5, if your name is to appear 
on the Honor Roll. 





ood citizens, and good 
citizens have the greatest thing in the world—the respect of 
Learn music—whether piano, violin or any other 
instrument—for music gives a soul to the universe and wings to 
the mind. Good citizens are needed all over the world, and we 
can have good citizens only when we have good boys and girls 
who will see in life the just and good and beautiful. 







they had made a garden 
spot of each vacant lot; 


Message to CHILD LIFE Good Citizens in another they had 


planted vines around 
the factory fences. The 
grown-ups are helping out, 
too. They don’t want 
the children to get too far 
ahead of them. I guess 
I’ll have to start the ball 
rolling in this town and 
get rid of those old sign- 
boards.” 

But the members of the 
Good Citizens’ League themselves were 
sitting in a circle on the lawn of the once 
deserted house, and they were not think- 
ing of signboards or of beautifying vacant 
lots just then. They were far too con- 
cerned over the contents of a hamper of 
sandwiches and little frosted cakes. 


Remember the Contest 


A fine large Good Citizens’ League 
banner is waiting for the branch league 
that did the best clean-up work in April. 
Remember to send in your reports in 
time to reach the CHILD LIFE office by 
May 8, to give us a list of the members 
who helped and to have your report 
endorsed by your counselor or other 
grown-up friend. Full particulars of the 
contest were printed in the April issue 
of CHILD LIFE. 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is a reader of 
CHILD LIFE may become a member 
of the league and, upon request, will be 
sent a membership pin free of charge. 
Copies of the handbook will be mailed 
to any young person, teacher or other 
adult who is interested in starting a 
branch league. Branches of the league 
have been formed in schools and neighbor- 
hoods throughout the United States and in 
other countries. 

Address all inquiries to Frances 
Cavanah, manager, Child Life Good 
Citizens’ League, 536 S. Clark Street, 
Chicago, Ill. 

(Continued on page 306) 


This page is conducted by MISS LORI BROWN, Director of Civics, Perry School, Chicago. 
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Give Your Child the Best 
Books Made in the Best 
Way for Permanent 
Possession 


Check Which of These Titles He 
Has Not Read and Inspect These 
Famous Editions 


THE CHILDREN’S CLASSICS 


Lambs’ Tales from Shakespeare 
Illustrated by Maud and Miska Petersham 


The Arabian Nights 
Edited by Padraic Colum - - - 


Dickens’ Christmas Carol 
Illustrated by Francis D. Bedford 


Treasure Island 
Illustrated by Warwick Goble - 


English Fairy Tales 
Illustrated by Arthur Rackham - 


Grimm's Household Tales 
Illustrated by Walter Crane - - 


The Iliad for Boys and Girls 
By the Reverend Alfred J. Church - - - - Ages 8-10 


Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, and 
Through the Looking Glass 


Illustrated by John Tenniel - - - = - + Ages 8-10 


Fairy Tales and Stories by Hans Christian 
Andersen 
Illustfated by Eric Pape Cj wha en ee 


The Fables of Aesop 
Edited by Joseph Jacobs - - - - - - - 


Two Years Before the Mast 

Iliustrated by Charles Pears - - - - - - Ages 12-15 
Gulliver's Travels 

Illustrated by Charles Brock - - - - - - Ages 12-15 


With reinforced binding of attractive blue cloth, many illus- 
trations by the greatest artists of our time. Each $1.75. 


Ages 10-12 
Ages 12-15 
Ages 10-12 
Ages 10-12 

Ages 4-6 


Ages 6-8 


Ages 6-8 


Ages 4-6 


THE LITTLE LIBRARY 
Memoirs of a London Doll 
Edited by Clara W. Hunt - - - - - = - 


The Little Lame Prince 
By Dinah Marie Mulock - - - - - = = 


The Rose and the Ring 
By William Makepeace Thackeray - Ages 8-10 


The Magic Forest 
By Stewart Edward White -- - - - - - Ages6-8 


The Peter Pan Picture Book - - - - Ages6-8 
Charlie and His Kitten Topsy - - - Ages 4-6 


Sturdily bound in attractive cloth, with gay jackets and end- 
papers, fully illustrated. Each $1.00. 


Ages 6-8 


Ages 6-8 


Start Your Children Climbing 


Ask at your bookshop for catalogue: Macmillan 
Books for Boys and Girls. Over 250 titles classified 
by subjects and by ages, according to the Ladder 
Library plan. Check the titles your children have 
read, according to their ages. 


At all bookstores, or from the publishers 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 


New York Boston 


Chicago 
Atlanta Dallas 


San Francisco 


GOOD CITIZENS’ LEAGUE 


(Continued from page 305) 


Best Original Activities for February 


The following activities were awarded ten additional Honor 
Points: 


I gave some money from my allowance to hel tne, C a oe 
=" George Washington for Chicago.—Bosley Wi 


I bought some surprises with my own money for m 
and father and grandmother.—Marion Terstegen, P: 


mother 
ena, Cal. 


I helped my teacher make some patriotic posters for the school- 
room.—Richard Dunlap Shearer, Trimble, Ill. 


I gave food to a poor dog and took a stickler out of its foot.— 
Hattie Lowitzki, Albuquerque, N. M. 


I learned the flags of forty different nations, so that I know 
them at sight.—Harold Finley, McConnelsville, Ohio. 
I am reading a bird book so when spring comes I will know 


the birds and can set.out food for the different kinds I like. — 
Winnifred Holmes, Streator, II. 


Honor Roll for February 


The following members earned twenty-five or more Honor 
Points during February: 


Donald Anderson, Jr. 
Evelyn Anderson ~ 
Mary Eloise Anderson 
Ruth Anderson 

Eunice Arnold 

Alice Mary Arretteig 
Mary Matilda Cult ~ 


om Hoadek | 


Harriett Elizabeth Bane Clara J 


Rudolph Barschow 

Bernice Baughanon 

Betty Beaumont 

Donna V. Benchendorf 
e Bell 


Evelyn Blummenschien 
Clyde Booker 
Irene Borekage 

ennie Bradford 

elphine Clark 
Bernard Cleaves 
Charles Coburn 
Ruth Eileen Coder 
Robert Collier 

ack Brennan Catch 

oris Dal, 
Norman Dian 
Howard Deever 
Craig DeGood 
Doris Denton 

ean Denton 

saac Dominger 
Anna Gertrude Douglas 

eanette Duncan 

velyn F. Earley 
Harold E. Eisen 
a sa 

ary Delle Fagg 
Regina Falvey 


Harold Finley 
Charles Fite 
Norma Fladt 
Robert Fremen 
Eslie M. Fowler 
Fortunato Garcia 
pe Garner 

ary Gaumer 
Antonio Jose Gorzales 
Oscar Graner 

Green 


Margaret Holmes 
Roberta Homes 
Winnifred Holmes 
Garnet Todd Hooper 
re Hooper 

ax Hoover 
Arthur Hornbury 
Charles Hradecky 


oon Rincon 
— Kligar 
leanor oo 
ames Kos 
oseph Kos 
ames outs 


argaret 
Viola Kuttenberg 
Thelma E. Lane 
Foenght Copaeal 
by Lemaire 

Walter Liszwek 
Dorothy Longbrake 
Irene Lucas 
Fred Lukasih 
Bessie Lukes 

es Lunsford 
Glenn E. Lunsford 
Thelma Lunsford 
Hattie Lowitzlsi 

na McAdams 

Dennis McAll 
George McFadden 
Howard McFadden 
David Maloney 
Andrew Maren 
Donald Markov 


George Mastn: 
Ethel Matthews 


Eloise Montor 
Mae Montor 
Annette B. Nejedly 
Mabel Nelson, 


Dorothy Parthemore 


osefina Payan 
rma Pettow 
Adeline Priquet 
Charles Pichl 
ohn Pierce 
illian Pravda .. 


Dorothy Prince 
7 Quicksall 


C Quinn 
Richard Reed 
Emerlinda Rimbrt 
Clara Ritchlin 
Sylvia Roberts 

es Romer 


Pauline Settle 
Walter Victor Sha 
ae Dunlap Sheares 


Earl S) 
Teddy Shoufeld 
Mary Eva Siadou 


H. C, F oenin ol =—s 
Helen S; _ 
ae See paulding 


Marie Stanley 
Edward Stinar 
Beverly Stone 
Marie Streng 


agn 
Ethel Wagner 
ulia Walsh 
iss Halley Walt 
Clifford Weber 


Harvey Zippel 
Frank 
ao Zowry 


Honor Roll of States 


Ohio holds first place among the states for Honor Points won 
by its.residents. Colorado is second and New Mexico third 
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PENROD AND SAM 


By HARRIET MICHAEL 


Former State Chairman of the Better Films Committee of the Illinois Congress of Mothers and of the Parent-Teacher’s Association. 
Present Chairman of Better Films Committee of Chicago Women's Aid 


‘ JERE is a recipe for an interesting neighbor- 

H hood: take one vacant lot, take some boxes 
and old boards, take nails and a hammer, 

take one small dog, take ten lively boys. And there 
you are! 

Mr. Booth Tarkington liked this recipe so much 
that he made a 
story of it called 
“Penrod and Sam.” 
The motion picture 
people liked what 
Mr. Tarkington had 
written, and they 
made a picture of it. 

Of course, Penrod 
is the general of the 
army they have or- 
ganized, for does 
not the shack and 
the vacant lot be- 
long to him? Sam, 
his best friend, is 
captain. Penrod is 
distinguished by his 
many medals, cut 
from the tops of tin 
cans. Noone could 
possibly mistake 
Sam! He is the 
turned-uppest boy in the world! His hat brim 
turns up, his nose turns up, his chin turns up, his 
freckles turn up, and he has a turned-up disposition, 
for he is ready for any mischief that Penrod thinks 
of. Duke, the black and white fox terrier, is scout 
of the regiment. 

The head of the rebel army, Rody Bitts, the fat 
boy of the neighborhood, commands the color of 
the regiment—Herman and Verman. They prance 
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around on broomsticks for horses and carry large 
wooden swords over their shoulders. 

Now this is not a fighting army. The boys play 
a game called ‘‘Bonded Prisoner,” that Penrod has 
made up. Whenever a soldier of one army finds 
an enemy, he touches him with his sword. That 

makes him a bonded 

prisoner for the day. 

In the first pic- 

ture we see Sam 

and Penrod sending 

out the scout, Duke, 

from headquarters, 

to reconnoiter. He 

finds Verman of the 

rebel army. Wesee 

Duke, with ears 

pointed, and stub- 

of-a-tail wagging in 

dog language as he 

tells General Pen- 

rod and Captain 

Sam to “come and 

get your prisoner.” 

Away goes the army 

with the scout at its 

head. Down one 

alley, up another, 

around barns, into 

back yards they go until at last they capture their 

prisoner. He is not easily taken, for while he rides 

his broom-horse, he valiantly fences with his wooden 
sword. 

But what are they to do with their prisoner? If 
they hide him in the shack, the enemy might find 
him. We see Penrod and Sam guiding their prisoner 
through the kitchen of Penrod’s home. Up the 
stairs they go, until they reach the room of Penrod’s 
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sister. The clothes-closet is the very thing for 
prisoners! Into the closet they thrust Verman. 
Snap goes the lock and Penrod and Sam fare forth 
in search of more foes to conquer! 

That evening Penrod’s mother invites Sam to stay 
for dinner. We see Sam and Penrod seated at the 
table. They are eating as only happy, hungry boys 
can eat. They have not a care in the world, when 
suddenly out of the evening’s silence they hear 
Herman’s voice calling, ‘“‘V-e-e-e-r-r-m-a-a-a-n, 
V-e-e-e-r-r-m-a-a-a-n!’’ The voice is like an electric 
shock. The boys sit bolt upright. Their knives 
and forks clatter to the table. They had forgotten 
their prisoner up in Sister’s room! Father and 
Mother cannot understand this sudden change. 
Father refuses to allow them to leave the table. 

The voice of Herman grows louder and louder as 
he nears Penrod’s home. Suddenly the entire 
family is electrified by a long wail coming from 
Sister’s room. A moment later something very 
small but very quick, all rolled up in Sister’s white 
cape, comes bumping down the long stairs. Every- 
body is too astonished to move, but as the white 
cape reaches the front porch, out rolls Verman from 
its folds. He does not stop one moment, but bounds 
down the steps, leaving one of his shoes behind 
him. Sam is sent home and Penrod to his room. 

As Penrod sits at his study table, he hears his 
good old friend, Duke, barking beneath his window. 
Penrod lowers a large basket and Duke hardly 
waits until it reaches the ground when he jumps in, 
and is carried up to the second story of Penrod’s 
house. As he nears the top Penrod strikes his head 
against the window, and almost spills Duke to the 
ground. He patiently hangs in mid-air, and we 
breathlessly watch him reach Penrod’s room, where 
he runs around in circles, trying to tell Penrod how 
happy he is to be there. Penrod attempts to study, 
but Duke is quite sure that Penrod is not happy. 
He jumps upon the back of Penrod’s chair and 
nuzzles his cold nose under Penrod’s right ear. Of 
course, no boy can study under these circumstances, 
sO away they go to a Dreamland of Prisoners-to- 
Take and Cats-to-Scare. You can well imagine 
that Penrod’s mother does not know that Duke is 
sharing her son’s bed! 

There is a little girl in the neighborhood called 
Marjorie Brown, but Penrod calls her “‘The Most 
Beautifullest Little Girl in the World.” In the 
following picture we see Marjorie on one side of the 
street and Penrod on the other. Marjorie is teasing 
Penrod by calling Duke every time the little dog 
attempts to go to Penrod. Duke is running around 
in short circles, in the middle of the street and 
becomes so confused that he does not see an auto- 
mobile coming. Poor little Duke is run over. 
Marjorie and Penrod pick up their little pet and we 
see them sitting on the curbstone, trying to tell 
Duke how sorry they are. Penrod is not ashamed 
of the tears as they run down his cheeks, and Mar- 
jorie cries as though her heart would break. They 
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bury Duke in the vacant lot, near the play place. 

Penrod misses Duke dreadfully. His former 
games do not interest him. When the laughing, 
dancing group of children, following an organ-grinder 
man and his monkey, come down the street, Penrod 
watches them listlessly. But when the monkey 
hops on Penrod’s shoulder and kisses him with his 
little pink tongue, the old happiness comes back. 
He suddenly remembers that they have not had a 
circus for a long time. Why not have a circus? 
No sooner said than done. 

All of the children of the neighborhood come 
streaming into the vacant lot. Sam stands at the 
turnstile and will not allow them to enter until 
they have paid their way with two pins. Sam has 
a large pincushion, hanging by ribbons from his 
shoulders, and it is just bristling with nice, new. 
straight pins. Just as they are having the most fun, 
Mr. Roderick Magsworth Bitts, father of Rody, 
who does not always play fair, and whom the chil- 
dren have refused to play with, comes towards them. 
He is holding Rody by the hand and is shaking his 
cane. He tells Penrod that he has purchased the 
lot from his father and that from that hour on, it 
is Rody’s shack and Rody’s place to play. The 
children run: away, and Penrod quietly takes his 
soldier cap, his broom with the carved horse’s head. 
his wooden sword, and goes home through a hole 
in the fence. As he slips through the fence, Rody 
nails a great plank over the hole, and goes back to 
the shack to claim his own. 

The next picture shows Penrod at dinner. He 
cannot eat. He asks to be excused, saying, “‘I guess 
I don’t want any supper. I guess I had better go 
to bed.” 

He does not tell his father how he feels about the 
loss of his play place, but his mother knows. After 
he leaves the room, she tells Penrod’s father that 
Penrod is not only grieving over the loss of the 
shack, but little Duke, who is buried in the vacant 
lot. Now Penrod’s father is the best father in the 
world, but he has almost forgotten that he was once 
a small boy, too, and that he loved his favorite play 
place.- All at once the real understanding look 
comes in his face and in just about one minute and 
a half he is up in Penrod’s room. 

He finds his small son sitting disconsolately upon 
the bed, looking out into the vacant lot. With one 
big hug Father has Penrod in his arms and the 
little boy is sobbing out his troubles. Father 
listens very carefully, as he unlaces Penrod’s shoes. 
And what do you think Father does that very 
evening? Why, he goes right straight to Mr. Rode- 
rick Magsworth Bitts and buys that lot back again! 

As the picture comes to the end, Father is sitting 
upon Penrod’s bed, and out of his pocket he draws 
a large, legal-looking paper. He hands it to Penrod: 
who reads, “‘I hereby give and bequeath to my son. 
Penrod Schoeffield, the vacant lot next door, where he 
can play, build shacks, make tunnels, dig as deep as 
China and as far back as the alley, for ever and ever.”’ 
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(Pictures through courtesy of Associated First National Exhibitors) 





CHILD LIFE 


DRESS AND DOLLY'S 


Designed by CHIQUET. With Patterns. 


With the lovely spring flowers in season Little Mother plans 
a pink and green wardrobe for you—and Miss Dolly. She 
first decides to make a charming little play dress, No. 4695, of 
pink linen, which she trims with pockets and yoke of black and 
white checked gingham, and finishes with cross stitches in black 
silk. Another practical play and school dress, No. 4684, is made of 
black taffeta edged in green linen to be worn with a dainty white 
voile blouse. A little green tie gives a nice little touch too. 
For festive occasions a dainty creation, No. 4693, is designed 
from pink voile to which tiny crisp ruffles of white net are added. 
Small tucks form the fullness at the neck, which is finished with 


small roses made from pink silk ribbon. To keep you nice and . 


warm a smart coat No. 4537 is made from green charmeen lined 
in black satin and trimmed in silver ball buttons. The revere 
effect is very smart, though it may be worn closed. Under all 
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these pretty new garments you wear a dainty petticoat, No. 
4532, with simple scalloped edges and a simple motif em- 
broidered on the front of the skirt. 


No. 4695 comes in sizes 2, 4, 6, and 8 years. 

No. 4684 comes in sizes 4, 6, 8, and 10 years. 

No. 4693 comes in sizes 1, 2, 3, and 5 years. 

No. 4537 comes in sizes 8, 10, 12, and 14 years. 
No. 4532 comes in sizes 6, 8, 10, 12, and 14 years. 
Patterns are 20 cents each. 


We are always delighted to answer any questions Mother may 
care to ask, if she will send a stamped self-addressed envelope 
to CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand M¢Nally & 
Company, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago. 
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MY CHOICE OF 
MOTHERS 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


F I had been allowed to choose 


My mother from the rows and 
rows 


Of mothers—What! Do you sup- 
pose 


That there are any children whose 
Mother I'd take instead of you? 
Listen, I'll tell you what I'd do: 
To be quite sure I had the best 
I'd choose you out of all the rest. 


Inder Pastimes 


MOTHER'S 
FLOWER 


MARIE W. DRIGGS 


] LOVE my darling mother so 


I'll pick the sweetest flowers 
that grow; 
Then she will be quite sure to 
know, 


That I like her day best. 


See page 314 for rules of Child Life contests. 





Why rubber trees 


are like cows 


Rubber trees are in many ways like cows. 
They give us a rich, white fluid that looks like 
milk. What’s more, they give it only at certain 
hours during the day. 


This white milky fluid isn’t really milk of 
course, but rubber! 


From this rubber the soles of your own Keds 
shoes were made. These soles wear a long 
time because the finest rubber ever known 
comes from the trees that are owned and cared 
for by the makers of Keds. These trees grow 
on islands in the Pacific Ocean and are planted 
in rows like apple trees in an orchard! 


There are other reasons why Mother buys 
Keds for you besides the fact that Keds are 
made to wear longer. For instance, they have 
a special “inner sole” that helps to keep your 
feet cool when you play on the warm pavement 
in the summertime. 


It is important to remember that all canvas 
rubber-soled shoes are not Keds. Keds are 
made only by the United States Rubber 
Company. If the name Keds is not on the 
shoes they’re not real Keds. Real Keds wear 
longer and are more comfortable. 

There is a special Keds Hand-Book for boys, and another 
one for girls. They have all kinds of interesting things in 
them ; rules for games, talks on camping and many other things. 
Either sent free. Address Dept. A-!, 1790 Broadway, New 
York City. 


United States Rubber Company Ke d S 


They’ re not Keds un- 
less the name Keds 
is on the _ shoe. 


An attractive Keds 
model for general wear 
all summer long. 


A sturdy athletic- 
trim Keds model— 
built to stand the 
hardest wear. 


LIFE May, 1924 


WHO'S WHO IN THE ZOO 
MARCH COLOR CONTEST 


SOLUTION 


Mocking Bird; Color, bluish gray or brownish gray, lighter 
underneath. 


WINNERS 


C. BROWN COX, JR., Marion, Va., Age 7 
MARTHA D. BROWN, Williamsville, N. Y., Age 11 


HONOR ROLL 


Dorothy Anderson Lorna pover. 

Sarah D. Antrim Alice Betty Culberton 

Maraget Helen Adams re Clinch 

Madelaine Alexander 8 ey, Crum 

Billy Almvig Madeline Marie Cassidy 
Armey Catherine Cousins 


Caballero 
Louise Cobb 


Lola 
Marilla Adams Enrique 
Darwin H. Alexander Frances 
Jean K. Anderson 

Margaret Louise Anderson George 
Frances Clark Abercrombie John Cataldo 
Donald Athearn Frances ©: 


Helen De Witt 
Dale Diehl 


Ed le 

Mildred J. Ericson 
Helen Marie Edwards 
M ces 


in 
Glendora Bacon 
Gunnar Brune 
Viola Bolo 
Mary Barkalow 
Betty Buek 
Margaret Beck 


y Breitengross 
Marjorie Allis Bell 
Lois Ellen Brown 
Rose Buczolich 
Jane Marion Bernzott 
Mary Corde Bolt: Eleanor Fink 
ary en ing 
Catherine Butte Virginia Eicher 
Genevieve Bucher . Dorothea Floyd 


ives Firestone 
iidred Fluke 
Barbara Fralich 


Helen Garrett 


Natalie Helen Gross 
Alice Ruth Byre Grace Sandilands 


rand Jenn Gore 
ee Doris Giesecke 
Gilbert 


n 
Mary Ellen Brightman 
Frances A. B 


Mary Alice Bartholmew 
Olive W. Burroughs 
Jeanice Beers 


ce 
Catherine Forbes Branch 
ward Bice 


(Continued on page $24) 
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By AVIS FREEMAN MEIGS 
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Formerly Children’s Librarian, Detroit Public Library 


The town has many houses now, 
In point of fact, too many, 
The fields grow fewer every day, 
And soon there won’t be any; 
And that is why, though building’s fun 
And mixing mortar’s pleasant, 
One’s perfectly content to be 
Without them both at present. 


From—Four and Twenty Toilers 


HY is it, do you suppose, that, having houses 
and neighbors and liking them as we do, we 
could cheerfully forget them just now and be 

on our way? Can it be the weather which has been 
reminding us of boats since the days of Noah? Can 
it be the glimpse we’ve just had of a Chinese Junk in 
the harbor or the sight of ships on the dry dock? 
Or is it the unforgettable circumstances woven about 
pictures we’ve seen and tales we’ve read? Be that as 
it may, we know that in all the world there’s no 
travel so fascinating as that of the open water! There’s 
magic in it—and mystery and adventure. 


To live near the sea, to view a battleship or a fishing 
boat or a freighter, to be the friend of a lighthouse 
keeper, (or as chummy with one as was Robert Louis 
Stevenson), to know a captain or a river pilot, to have 
a sailor for a brother, to hear stories, to voyagé 
ourselves—could anything be finer? 


While some of us might not be called “‘old salts” 
by experienced seaman, we should not call ourselves, 
at least, “greenhorns.”” We've read a bit, from first 
to last, in The Book of the Ocean, in The Marvel Book 
of American Ships, and in a delightful account called, 
The Sailor. We've learned a thing or two from The 
Boys’ Book of Whalers and The Boy With the U. S. 
Life-Savers, we've heard Stefansson tell about his 
Arctic experiences, perhaps, and we've read about 
the doctor who spent a perilous night, in company 
with his dogs Adrift on An Icepan. Have you ever 
heard the tale of a landsman who at the beginning 
of his sailor’s life started up the rigging to furl a sail 
provided with a lantern and an umbrella? He, I 
think, was what the seaman calls “a greenhorn.”’ 
Most sailors, as you know, climb like monkeys. They 
seem able to go anywhere and to hang on to anything. 
I’ve never heard of a sailor who could do as many 
acrobatic stunts as Gum, in The Monkey That Would 
Not Kill, but taking them all in all, sitios are pretty 
fine climbers. 

The sort of vessel in which the sailor travels is as 
interesting as anything about him. When we read 
about the old Spanish fleet with their ships painted in 

Such a dazzling fashion, when we hear about an 
Egyptian galley that was driven by four thousand 





Present Librarian, Edison Junior High School, Long Beach, California 





rowers, when we contrast those ships which we can 
see in the back of a large dictionary, with Paul Jones’ 
boats and a modern sailing yacht we decide that it is 
not the size of a vessel which makes it seaworthy but 
the way in which it is managed. Think how Robinson 
Crusoe got to shore, and the next best man to him, 
Swiss Family Robinson. There are the stories, too, of 
Pinocchio and Captain Nemo and his wonderful sub- 
marine boat, Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea 
Two picture books which you will especially enjoy 
are The Story of the Ship and Merchant Ships and 
What They Bring Us. Here, as in the other books, 
are vessels, old and new, adventures stranger than any 
you’ve dreamed of having, and perhaps more stories 
of the ocean than you knew existed. 


SAILING THE SEAS 
Adrift on an Icepan - Wilford Grenfell 
OUGHTON MIFFLIN CO., BOSTON 
Book of the Ocean - - Ernest Ingersoll 
CENTURY COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Boy’s Book of Vers - - H.D. Fish 
PREDERICK A. STOKES CO., NEW YORK 


Four and Twenty Toilers_ - - - - a and Lucas 
McDEVITT & WILSON, ine. NEW YO 


Heroes of Bveryday Lis - - - F.E. Coc 
GINN AND ‘COMPANY, BOSTON 
Heroes of the Farthest North and Farthest South 
. K. MacLean 
THOMAS Y. CROWELL CO., NEW YORK 
Life of Robert Louis Stevenson - - - - M. Overton 


EE 
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK 


Magic Sea Shell and Other Plays - - - - John Farrar 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Merchants chips 5 --- - - - - S.E. Braine 
E. DUTTON & COMPANY, ‘NEW YORK 
Monkey That Would Not Kill - - - - Henry Drummond 
DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Nursery Nonsen: - - Pinafore Putece Series 

DOUBLEDAY, "PAGE “&@ CO., , GARDEN CITY, 
Ocean and » . --- 
ELD “ND. COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Pinocchio, he anoniiaia of a Marionette - Carlo Lorenzins 
J. B. LIPPINCOTT, PHILADELPHIA 
Robinson Crusoe - - - - Iilus. Af pot Pocock 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY, NEW Y' 
(Other editions published by Harper Bros., Rand McNally, cecibibih Miffiin. 
and Cosmopolitan Press) 


The Sailor - - - - - - - = Tudor Jenks 
A CG meee & CO., CHICAGO 


The Sandman: His Sea Si - W. J. Hopkins 
THE PAGE ‘COMPANY, BOSTON 
Seashore Book E. Boyd Smith 
HOUGHTON MIFFLIN Co. , BOSTON 
Story of the rn ~ - - -Gordan Grant 


)UGHLIN BROS., a NEW YORK 
Swiss penly eines - - - - - J.D. Wyss 
. W. JACOBS & COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA 
(Other ioe editions published by E. o Dutton and Harper Brothers) 


Twenty Thousand es Under the Sea- - - Jules Verne 
RAND M CY & Sie CHICAGO 







School and Camp 
Service 


What About Your Child’s Future? 


‘THE selection of a school for your child will prove one of the 
determining factors in his future. You who are considering 

a private school want to know that his individual needs will be 
cared for. You wish to be assured that 

he will be taught right living and right 

thinking, that his good habits will! be 

developed and strengthened, that the 

watchful care and training of the faculty 

will be practically continuous and that he 

will receive the best physical care. You 

want to know that during each hour of 

the twenty-four only the best influences 

will be at work. Particular schools are 

adapted to meet particular needs, but the 

average parent is hampered in his selection by lack of infor. 


mation. 
CAMPS 
What Do Summer Camps Supply? 


.* IS the same with summer camps. Whether your child attends 
a public or private school, the activities of the summer camp 

meet a very real need in supplementing the training of both 

school and home. It provides your 

child with such an education as only 

the outdoors can give, and it teaches 

him the value of team work and co- 

operation with his fellows. Through 

its sports it builds up his health and 

strengthens his self-control. More- 

over, it provides him with red-blooded 

adventure and wholesome good times, 

in contrast to the sort the average 

summer resort gives him. Again there 

comes up the problem of the selection 

of a camp that will meet your child’s particular needs. 


OUR SERVICE 


To assist parents in choosing a school or camp for their children, 
CHILD LIFE has established a school and camp service. We are 
careful in making suggestions, and we are ready to furnish such 
information and data at our disposal as will aid parenis in an 
intelligent selection. All schools and camps are personally invesii- 
gated before being placed on our list. If you are undecided about 
a school or camp to which to send your children, we are sure that 
our service will be helpful. 
Address 
B. EVALYN GRUMBINE, Director 


School and Camp Service 


CHILD LIFE 


536 S. Clark St. Chicago 


LIFE 


May, 1924 


TWO CHILD LIFE 
CONTESTS 


(See page 311 for color silhouettes) 


E’RE new friends, just come to CHILD 
LIFE, but during the summer you will 
get better acquainted with our brothers and 
sisters and will learn just what jolly com- 
panions we are. We’re here this month 
just to give you an idea of how the rest of 
our family will look when you are through 
with us and to tell you about the fascinating 
picture you may make during your vacation 
months. Next month—that’s the June issue 
—you’ll find some of our brothers and sisters, 
as well as pictures of flowers and birds and 
trees, and in the July and August numbers 
you will find more of us, and we shall come 
to you dressed in quite a variety of 
colors. 

You will cut these figures and designs from 
your copies of CHILD LIFE, and paste them 
on a background you have chosen to make an 
artistic frieze. We heard the CHILD LIFE 
editors say that they would print more 
detailed rules in the June issue of the maga- 
zine and that they would tell you later how 
to mount your pictures. 

Then you will send your friezes into the 
CHILD LIFE Office. There will be two prizes 
of $25 for the best pictures and 200 other 
prizes for the next best ones. We’re really 
awfully glad to meet you CHILD LIFE children 
and we wish we were going to have the chance 
our brothers and sisters will have to be made 
into pictures by you this summer. 

P.S. I don’t know if we’re supposed to 
tell this or not, but we just heard that CHILD 
LIFE also is planning three literary contests 
this summer—one every month. In June 
there will be prizes for the boys and girls 
who write the best letters of not more than 
300 words on ‘“‘What I Like Best in Camp 
Lire.” Then in July and August—but we 
guess you'll just have to wait till your June 
issue comes to find out all about that. 





CLUB MOTTO: 


The only joy I keep is what I give away 


Since children are the real Joy Givers, CHILD LIFE is providing them with the Joy Givers’ Club. 
The purpose of this Club is to give joy to the readers of CHILD LIFE and to encourage expression 


in its members. 


Any reader of CHILD LIFE of twelve years of age or under may become a member of this club 
whether a regular subscriber or not. 


This department is composed of original creations by the children themselves. 


Short joy-giving contributions in prose, verse, or jingle are welcome. 


Well illustrated stories are 


especially desired. All drawings should be done on white unruled paper. 
The contributions must be original and be the work of children of twelve and under. 
If you know ways to give joy to others, write about it in story form, and send your story to CHILD 


LIFE. Miss Waldo will give your letters and contributions personal attention. 


be returned. 


For Joy Givers’ Club membership cards write to 


CARE OF RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY 


VIOLETS growing by the hedge, 
By the little rocky ledge, 
Now send forth their sweet perfume 
Underneath the silvery moon. 
CATHERINE GAVIN, 


Age 8 years Duluth, Minn. 


Dear Joy Givers: 

HEN this picture was taken 

Betty was so pleased to get 
outdoors she wouldn't even stand 
still to have her picture taken. 
You would have laughed, too, if 
you had seen Mother and Daddy 
doing funny stunts to hold her 
attention. 

Ruth Ellen and I go to school, 
and Donald and Betty stay at 
home and get into mischief. One 
day when Mother was up-stairs, 
Donald rang the telephone and 
Betty took down the receiver and 
said ‘Hello’ and jabbered into the 
phone. 

I am eight years old and am in 


No manuscripts can 


ROSE WALDO, Editor 








the fourth grade. Ruth Ellen just 
started to school this fall. 
Truly yours, 
ERIC STEWART, 
Topeka, Kan. 


THE BIRDIES 


Il LIKE the little birdies, 

The birdies are so sweet, 
And when I give them breakfast 
They always say, “Peep, peep!” 


VIRGINIA RUTH FRANKEL, 
Age 5 years Eagle River, Wis. 


Age 8 years 


315 


536 S. CLARK STREET 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


A SISTER 


HAVE a sister baby, 

Her name is Sister Sue; 
Some day she'll be a lady, 
But now she eats her shoe. 

BARBARA COFFEY, 


Age 10 years Des Plaines, II. 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
AST summer we took a long trip 
through Arkansas, Tennessee, 
Oklahoma, Missouri and Kansas 
Every place where I met any chil- 
dren I told them about the CHILD 
LIFE Magazine. Since I have been 
home, I get letters from some of 
them and they are taking it every 
month. 

They have told me how they en- 
joy it. I like the CHILD LIFE and 
want to join the Joy Givers’ Club 
Please let me know how. I am 
eight years, old. I am anxious to 


‘ have a membership card. 


JUANITA FERGUSON 
Age 8 years Dallas, Tex. 





Randolph Cuties 
Socks Are 


Beauties 


Daintiest of all children’s fancy 
topsocks—and the onlyreal Cuties. 

Patterns and colorings are ex- 
quisite and only the very best 
yarns are used, yet prices are 
moderate. 

Generously sized, they fit better 
and wear longer. 

Also, Randolph Cuties Sports 
Hose, % length, mercerized, for 
larger boys and girls. 

If your dealer hasn't Cuties, send us 
his name. _ If you enclose $! we will send 
= sample assortment, our selection. 

sure to state size and whether you 
want Sox for Tots or Cuties Sports, 
% length hose. This offer for a limited 


time only. 


Randolph Cuties are the only 
genuine Cuties. Look for the 
trade mark on every pair 


RANDOLPH MILLS 
Dept. E-5, Randolph & Columbia Ave. 
Philadelphia 


E. M. Townsend & Co., New York City 
Selling Agents 


Write for “‘The Three Sochtainare,” 
an oe booklet for the 
dies. It is free, if you send 
your dealer's name. 


NN Toyo ngs 
CUTIE 


‘SOX FOR TOTS 











CHILD LIFE 


MY APPLE TREE 


HAVE a little apple tree, 
And it is pink and white. 
I love my little apple tree, 
That shines in the light. 
I love to watch the blossoms 
Blowing in the breeze, 
I love to hear the fairies 
Whispering in the trees! 


PEGGY O'CONNOR 
Edmonton, Canada 
Age 7 years 


PEGGY O'CONNOR 


QUESTIONS 


PRETTY little pansy, 
Tell me how you grow, 
Tell me all the secrets 
I would like to know. 
Tell me ‘bout the earth-worms, 
Do they bother you? 
Tell me ‘bout the fairies, 
And just what they do! 


ROSEMARY FARR 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Dear CHILD LIFE: 
E are sending you some pic- 
tures of us when we were in 
the play. We got the play from 
the CHILD LIFE. The name of the 
play is “Midnight in Laceland.” 
I enjoyed the Dizzy Lizzie story. 
Our teacher read the whole story 
tous. It was very funny. 


FREDA MARTIN, 
Richland Center, Wis. 
Age 9 years 








May, 1994 


< APPROPRIATE GIFTS to 
express your welcome to the 
delightful new member of the 
family are always easy to select 


on McCutcheon’s Second Floor. 


SACQUES AND WRAPPERS 
Biss AND Caps 
Bootigs AND Moccasins 
CoMFORTABLES AND BLANKETS 
CarRIAGE COVERS 
Pittow S.irs 
TRIMMED BASKETS 
SWEATERS AND AFGHANS 
Basy Books AND CELLULOID NOVELTIES 


In this department you can also 
secure intelligent assistance in 
choosing a complete layette. A 
list of the necessary articles with 
prices will be mailed on request. 


James McCutcheon & Co. 
Department No. 69 
345 Fifth Avenue . New York 
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Gelatine, 
Better Health 


MONG the outstanding 
scientific events is the 
discovery of the health 

value of Knox Gelatine, and 
physicians and dietitians 
now prescribe its use in the 
daily diet. 


In Infant Feeding 
A little Knox Sparkling Gelatine (in 
the proportions prescribed by your 
own physician) dissolved and added 
to your baby’s milk formula will pre- 
vent excessive curding of the milk, 
and insure greater ease of digestion. 


For Growing Children 


Knox Gelatine is a highly beneficial 
food for growing children, especially 
when combined with milk, eggs, your 
own fruits and fruit juices, vege- 
tables, and other wholesome foods. 


Invalids and Convalescents 


Knox Sparkling Gelatine increases 
the variety, palatability, digestibility 
and nutritive value of any diet. 


In all Digestive Disturbances 


Knox Gelatine is a valuable addition 
to the daily diet of infants and adults. 
To get the desired results use the 
purest quality of granulated gelatine. 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


“The Highest Quality for Health” 


What It Will Do for Your 
Family 

The new book, ‘*The Health Value 

of Gelatine,’’ gives information of 

importance and benefit to every mem- 

ber of your family. Sent free for 

your grocer’s name and 4c for postage. 


Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc. 
145 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y. 


Joy Givers Club 


SPRINGTIME IN THE 
ORCHARD 


H! the apple trees in springtime! 
There is nothing half so sweet, 

With their pink and white above me 
And the green grass at my feet. 
On a quiet Sunday morning 
When the birds sing all in tune, 
How I love to walk and wander 
Through the orchard all in bloom! 
And I'm never half so happy, 
And I'm never half so gay, 
As the mornings when I wander 
Through the apple trees in May. 


CONSTANCE LANE 
Age 11 years Hecla, S. D. 


CONSTANCE LANE 


THE COMING OF SPRING 


COME! 
spring! 
With your wonderful things so 
bright! 
The birds in the tallest elm trees 
sing, 
And the world is filled with light. 


O come, O beautiful 


The world is gay and fresh and fair, 
And bees in the clover hum; 
And the butterfly flits through the 
clear, blue air, 
And the beautiful 
come! 


spring has 


MERIDETH RALSTON, 
Age 9 years Bloomfield, Mo. 


California 
Sunshine in 
a Dessert 


OME of the joyous, 

strengthening; health- 

giving rays of the glo- 
rious California sunshine 
seem actually to radiate 
from this wonderfully lus- 
cious and wholesome 
dessert: ; 


Prune Oriental Cream 
(Serves six people) 


\% envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

Saee id water ¥§ cup chopped figs 
cup scalded milk or nuts 

4 cup sugar hites of two. eggr 

44 cup cooked prunes }4 pint heavy cream 
or other fruit cut in or evaporated milk 
pieces cup milk Salt 


Soak tees in cold water five minutes, dis- 
solve in scalded milk, and add sugar. Strain 
into a bowl, set in pan containing ice water, 
and stir constantly until mixture begins to 
thicken; then add whites of beaten unti) 
stiff, heavy cream diluted with milk and 
beaten until stiff, prunes and figs. Turn into 
a wet mold, t ttom and sides of which 
ve been garni 
prunes, and chill. 
serving dish, and 
(sweetened a: = with vant i forced 
through a pastry bag and tube 
nuts. 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


“The Highest Quality for Health” 


How to Make Your Table 
More Charming 

Two charming booklets, giving « 

wealth of original, dainty salad and 

dessert recipes, will be sent you free 

if you enclose 4c for postage and 

mention your grocer’s name. 


Charles B. Knox Gelatine om. aes. 
145 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N 































A Long Ste 
Fo = 


in the construction of 


Better Shoes for Children 


DOUBLE WELT 


SHOES 


The importance of your child’s 
feet developing normally can hardly 
be over-estimated. By careful selec- 
tion of correctly made shoes, you will 
not only prevent future foot-troubles, 
but insure your child’s health in many 
other ways. The special ‘‘ Double 
Welt” construction of Acrobat Shoes, 
which makes them so superior, is a 
long step forward in children’s shoes. 






















































































THE NORMAL " THE ACROBAT! 
FOOT OFA CHILD: SHOE FITS IT 








Made on “‘Nature’’ Lasts 


Acrobat Shoes conform to the anatomy of 
the child’s foot, insuring perfect fit and com- 
fort. The flexible uppers and resilient all- 
leather soles “‘give’’ with every movement. 
Acrobats have no tacks or staples to injure 
tender little feet, and the insoles cannot 
wrinkle, curl, or come loose. 


‘““ACROBATS” Wear Longer 


One pair of Arcobats will convince you 
they really do keep their shape, wear much 
longer and look better than ordinary shoes. 

e secret is in Acrobat “‘Double Welt” 
construction, which locks uppers and soles 
together with triple-stitching, making these 
sturdy shoes = and ractically 
water-tight. Acrobats are made for babies, 

ys, girls and young women in pleasing 
styles. 





















































































A very popular 
Acrobat 
sandal 




















This free booklet ‘Keep Your Child's Feet 
Happy,” gives valuable pointers on care of 
the d's feet, and selection of correct 
shoes. Write today for it, and name of your 
nearest ‘‘Acrobat” dealer. 


Shaft-Pierce 
Shoe Company 
\ oe 3rd Street 



































aribault, Minn. 





Specialists in 
Children’s Good 
Shoes Since 1892 
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Dear Miss Waldo: 
] AM four yearsold. Mama reads 

CHILD LIFE to me every time. 
I like my magazine. I wrote a 
poem to your,magazine. I send it 
to you. I tell my mama to write 
this letter to you. I tell her each 
word. This is the song I wrote to 


























“These ‘E-Z" Waist 
Union Suits for 
Children Have 
Been a Perfect 
Boon to Me.” 


worry than I can tell you since 
I outfitted my little ones in 
‘E-Z’ Nainsook Undergarments. 


“T not only know that they are cool 
and comfortable, but I also know 
that they are made to stand the 
strain of rough and tumble play and 
wear. 

“More than that, I’ve found that ‘E-Z’ 
Waist Union Suits can go often to the wash 
tub without buttons coming off or break- 
ing or garter tubes being ruined.” 


Made in athletic knee for boys and bloomer 
knee for girls. Each suit sealed in an in- 
dividual, sanitary glassine envelope. 


THE Fy Zwaist 
Union Suir 


TRADE MARK REGISTERED 


T HAVE saved more trouble and 





The wind is blowing up, 

The wind is blowing up, 

It's blowing flowers to me. 
Daffodils and lettuce 

Are blooming soon. 

The night is coming now, 

And children have to go to bed, 
And lie in bed and sing. 








The Standard By Which to Measure 
All Children’s Underwear 


( Y SOLD IN THE 
Lg / CHILDREN’S UNDER- 
f a WEAR DEPARTMENT 


Yours truly, 


BETSY HAWLEY DODSON - 
Age 4 years Asheville, N. C 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


THE other day at our school a 


we had a mothers’ meeting. The 
They were talking about children’s gers ~eee 


magazines and CHILD LIFE was 
highly recommended. I was so 
happy for that is my favorite one. 
I am going to subscribe to it now 
as Mother thinks I would enjoy 
having it come by mail addressed 
to me. I used to buy it at the news- 
stand. Here is a little rhyme | 

made up. 
It makes our teacher almost faint, 
To hear the children saying ain't. 
From your little Joy Giver, 


RUTH STARR RUSH 
Ageg years Cincinnati, Ohio. 


New York 





STRAPS j 
Scientifically 
placed gar- 
ment sup- 
place the 


strain of on 
child’s shoulders 
belongs. 





where it 
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Write for our Nainsook 
Booklet 
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Kleinert’s Genuine 


Jiffy Baby Pants 


are equally hee ogg with baby and 
his mother— soft pneumatic 
waist and knee bands are a pat- 
ented Kleinert feature. In small, 
medium, large, and extra la 
sizes, in natural, white, and 
color. 


Kleinert’s Sleeve Bibs 


v cunning and im 
ouateel, in white. pink, ——— 
rubber with contrasting binding. 


Pure Gum Crib Sheets 


with grommets in the corners are 
indispensable in a well-ordered nurs- 
ery. Guaran to protect the 
mattress from water and acids. 
Easily cleansed. 

Kleinert’s also make ha: Rub- 
ber Sheeting Squares and Rubber 
Blankets to cover the whole mat- 
tress. 


Buster Brown Hose Supporters 


have all the stretch below the buckle 
—safe from the teeth. Buy them 
for active children—they wear 
much longer. 


I. B. KLEINERT RUBBER CO. 
485 Fifth Ave. New York 
Cor. 41st St.—opp. the Library 


Joy Givers Club 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
AM writing you because I want 
to join the Joy Givers’ Club. 
If you like my picture you may 
publish it. 
With love, 


HELON GERADINE TORRANCE 
Age 8 years Waco, Tex. 


THE TREE HOUSE 


WISH I could bring all the mem- 

bers of the Joy Givers’ Club 
up in my tree house this pleasant 
afternoon. 

I have made my tree house in a 
tree which grows close to the side 
porch so that it is a long step from 
the porch railing to the first story 
of my house. 

Altogether there are four stories. 
The first story has two seats, the 
second only one, but it is here I 
spend most of-my time for a nat- 
ural crotch forms a very conven- 
ient book shelf. . There is also a 
twig where I hang my umbrella. 
As the sun gets in my eyes some- 
time, Ihave an umbrella. The third 
story is only a limb and the fourth 
is the top of the side porch. 

The ants are my most frequent 
visitors; they come often. 

Many happy hours I spend in my 
tree house and the wind rocks me 
back and forth and rustles through 
the leaves. 

HELEN THORP 


Age 10 years Denver, Colo. 


THE ROBIN 


“THERE i is a little robin out on the 
lawn, 

And every morning he sings at 
dawn. 


LEE IRWIN 


Age.8 years Aberdeen, Md. 


Wonder: 
ful 
Games 


for Children / 


All boys and girls like Strategy. It 

is exciting because of many surprises 
at critical moments, and interestin 
because it requires judgment, skill an 
chance. The game is. played on an 
indestructible metal board, 1644 inches 
square, with 24 miniature men, 12 to a 
side, which are moved across the board. 
Spinning dials indicate the moves to be 
made. The rules are simple, but true 
strategy is necessary to win. The 
reverse side of the board contains a 
checker board and this game can also 
be played with the 24 men. It is really 
two games in one! 

Strategy is sold wherever good games 
and toys are found. Ask for it by name 
—STRATEGY. If you cannot find it 
we will send the complete game, tpaid, 
for $1.00. (West of Denver, Colo., and 
in Canada, $1.25.) 


FROM two to six children can play 
this game at the same time. Six 
miniature automobiles, each named for 
a famous car, race round the track. 
The first car round wins the race. Spin- 
ning dials indicate the moves. Regular 
motor race hazards such as* ‘tire trouble,” 
“out of gasoline,” and “collision” make 
the play more exciting. The board is 
indestructible metal, 1644 inches square, 
beautifully decorated in colors and with 
a one checker board on the reverse 
side 
The oe Race is sold wherever good 
games and toys are fomnd. 2% for it 
by name— MOTOR If you 
cannot find it we will Pe ‘a complete 
e, postpaid, 7 $1.00. (West of 
ver, o., and sa: Canady $0. 25.) 


Please All Girls and Boys! 


There are many new and unusual “Sandy 
Andy” Toys and Games for children made by 


WOLVERINE SUPPLY & MFG. CO. 
Makers of “Sandy Andy” Toys at Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Write to Wolverine Supply & Mfo. Co., Room 406, 
200 Fifth Ave., New York City, for free descriptive 

circular of them all. 
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Jack and Joan and me, 
Lots of fun adventuring, 
Lots of sights to see. 
Gere’s a cave to hurry past, 
There’s a moat to cross, 
Here's a stream to ford 
Without spill or co 
Sandy — the lane 
thawd taal aevind te 
. hurry roun corner, 
Riders best beware. 


Ror the block and back again. 


stake, 
Your control lies in the JUNIOR 
NEW DEPARTURE BRAKE, 


7. New Departure Brake 
“brought the bike back” and 

the New Departure Junior Coaster 
Brake has done as much for the velocipede in putting it 
on the list of wholly safe and altogether desirable posses- 
sions for the small child. Without fatigue or effort, he 
rides away the day, hardening his muscles and putting 
on strength by the invigorating exercise. He will glory 
in the control the brake gives him, for without even learn- 


ing how, he can slow down or stop instantly. 
Manufactured by 


THE NEW DEPARTURE MFG. CO. 


BRISTOL, CONN. 


Hanvanecaren tay: NO a a nur OANA AN NT ATR 
Reprinted by permission, from John Martin's Book 


ELEN DOUGLAS ADAM is a little twelve year old 
girl who knows the most wonderful things about 
pixies and elves. She tells them all to you in a book called 


The Elfin Pedler 
And Tales Told by Pix Pool 


All the stories are told in poems, and there is also a fairy play to be 
given at a school festival. 


You'll like to read about these happy 
vacation days up in the White Mountains. 


Franconia Stories 


Phonny and Malleville had many fine adventures with their animal 
playmates, and Jacob Abbott tells about them in this book. Many 
pictures. $2.50. 

There are three happy children 

and all their funny friends in 


Eight O'Clock Stories 


By Robert Gordon Anderson who wrote “Seven O'Clock Stories” and 
“Half-Past Seven Stories’’ and is a favorite of the children. The 
pictures are delightful. $2.50. 


See these books in any bookstore. 
Send for catalog of children's books. 


G. P. PUTNAM'’S SONS 


2 West 45th Street 


NEW YORK 


May, 1984 


THE SUNSHINE CLUB 


UT of doors it looked like rain- 
The sky was clouded and ever, 


3\now and then little puffs of wind 


would rattle the screen door. As 
it did Nan would look up at the 
mirror hanging over the kitchen 
table where she was working and 
make a dreadful face, as though 
she were playing a game of make 
faces with some one hidden behing 
the glass. 

Just as she had finished washing 
the potatoes her mother came in 
the kitchen. “Nan,” she said, “| 
want you to stop that pouting and 
go change your dress.” Nan shuf- 
fled her feet as she left the room. 
She felt she had a good reason to 
pout for only a short time before 
her mother punished her for dis- 


not attend a party to be given the 
following day. In all of Nan’s 
eleven and a half summers she had 
never before felt so cross. 

As she was on the point of open- 
ing her closet door to secure her 
dress, she heard the sound of Patsy's 
whistle under her window. In 
spite of the clouded state of her 
feelings the pout left her face. She 
loved her chum who had been born 
in the same year and month and 
day that she had. 

Hence they had two birthdays in 
one. Patsy could make fun out of 
a dozen things at once. Nan loved 
fun but somehow or other, just 
could not act like Patsy. Up the 
Stairs, two steps at a time, came 
Patsy, then one jump landed her in 
the center of Nan’s room. Her 
chum was bubbling over with ex- 
citement. Before she had time to 
recover her lack of breath, she burst 
out, “Nan, will you join our club?” 
Nan, not knowing the reason of 
Patsy's enthusiasm, immediately 
answered what, where when. 

“O! It’s the Sunshine Club,” 
gasped Patsy, “Come over to my 
house and | will give you a card.” 


Nan changed her dress. On the 





way over she wanted to tell her 
chum of the great grief she was 
suffering, but Patsy was so filled 
with excitement about the Sunshine 
Club that she could not get in 4 





obedience, by saying that she could | 
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word. Arriving at Patsy's house, 
Nan sat at her chum’s cute little 
writing desk and wrote her name on 
the dotted line, repeating as she did, 
[ will. hereafter try and outshine the 
sun in cheerfulness, brightness and 
helpfulness. It seemed to Nan the 
word helpfulness was larger than the 
others, for it had a sort of ring in her 
ears. As she was not in a mood to 
visit she returned home, all the way 
repeating and repeating her prom- 
ise. Not long after supper the 
usual sound of rattling of dishes, as 
her mother lifted them from the 
pan, greeted her ears. Soon she 
heard the expected call, ““Nan, come 
now and dry the dishes.” At first 
Nan was going to give one of her 
evasive answers when a little fairy 
seemed to whisper helpfulness. Nan 
picked up the towel with a happy 
feeling. Never before could she re- 
member a time when the dishes 
seemed todry so quickly. Thenext 
morning when she jumped from bed 
at her Mother's first call, the sun 
streaming in through the pink cur- 
tains seemed to be twice as bright. 
All morning Nan’s little fairy 
perched upon her ear kept whisper- 
ing helpfulness. Her mother's re- 
quests seemed to have a softer sound 
than before. Nan answered each 
one promptly and willingly. 

About four o'clock in the after- 
noon her Mother said, “Nan, do you 
still want to goto the party?" For a 
minute Nan could hardly answer, 
then she said, “Not if I can help you, 
Mama." Her mother said, “No, 
there is nothing you can do. You 
have been so helpful all day that it 
will be nice to have you go.” 

It seemed to Nan when she 
arrived home that she had never 
before had such a happy day. 

That night as she knelt down to 
say her prayers, she thanked God 
for the Sunshine Club and for its 
helpfulness. 


JOHN LEWIS BAKER 
Wilmette, III. 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
MY little sister takes the CHILD 
LIFE. I enjoy reading it my- 
self. It is a nice magazine. 
We go to school. It isn't a very 
big one. We have to go one and a 
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Mary Louise at 3 years Mary Louise at 6 months 


“Komfy Kid” High Chair prevents As an introductory offer during this 
Baby from standing up or falling out advertising campaign, we will fill 
of chair. Built for Baby’s comfort, it C-O.D.orders for“ 'y Kid” High chairs for 


is sanitary, comfortable and durable. a Chicago for Veet. 


rm 


D. K. G. Company 
127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 
Gentlemen: ; 
In accordance with your introductory offer 
please send ‘“‘Komfy Kid’’ High Chair C.O. D. 


SPECIAL FEATURES: 


Adjustable Back 
Adjustable F oot Rest 
Adjustable Sanitary Tray 


| 

| 

Will fit a child six months to | 
six years old. 
| 


D. K. G. COMPANY 


127 N. Dearborn St. Chicago Model { Mahogany 


White .... 















Who says there 
isnt a treasure 


at the end of 
the rainbow? 


OUBTING Thomases and skeptics from 

Missouri,—avaunt!! Before your very 

eyes is proof that there is a treasure at the end of 

the rainbow—a treasure more precious even than a pot of 

gold—a fairy gift indeed (and it isn’t buried under a 
thistle bush either!) 


Follow to the end of this rainbow. Pounce upon the 
treasure coupon! Send it in and receive twelve months of 
pure unadulterated joy for the children. 





FOLIOS! 
This pot of gold is filled with happy EOI es 
child fairies, 12 jolly out-door games, OnE 
24 pages of cut-outs, 12 indoor games 
in colors, scores and scores of stories, 
things to-do—just bushels of fun and 


educational entertainment. 


CHILD LIFE 


The Children’s Own Magazine 





Here is the pot of gold I found 
at the rainbow’s end for a good 


uttle ehiid. #2'5 name is 


eee meee ween eset eeeeeeens 
Pete ee eeeweeeeeree ae 


































































































MINNEAPOLIS 


HE NORTH WESTERN 

LIMITED has just been 
provided with all new all-steel 
equipment throughout. 


Bright and new, spic and span 
—every improvement known 
in modern Pullman car con- 
struction is incorporated in 
this new equipment. 


Added comforts—many inno- 
vations—the same dependable, 
on-time schedule. 


6:30p.m.Lv. Chicago Ar. 8:59 a.m. 
9:00p.m.“ Milwaukee “ 6:20am 
7:05a.m.Ar. St.Paul — Lv. 9:00 p.m. 
7:40 a.m.“ Minneapolis “ 8:20p.m. 


Observation sleeping car, 
compartment drawing-room 
and enclosed section sleeping 
cars, buffet-club-lounge car 
and free reclining chair car. 


Excellent table d’hote dinner, 
with the season’s delicacies, 
awaits you in the dining car— 
ready to serve before the train 
starts. 


8 Other Trains daily between 
Chicago and the Twin Cities: 


Fast Mail . . 2:05 a. m. 
Badger . . . 8:15 a. m. 
The Viking . 10:25 a. m. 
North American 10:00 p. m. 


The same excellent service returning. 
For full afermatcon ach ony tichet agent 

C. A. Cairns, Passenger Traffic Mér. 

CHicaco & NortH WesTean Ry. 
eee 

eee 


— 


226 W. Jackson Street 
Chicago, 
Illinois 
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CHILD LIFE 


half miles. 
very much. 

I live in the mountains. My father 
is acattle man. So my little sister 
and I have fun. We have a little 
pony, her name is Dixie. We have 
fun riding her. My little sister has 
six cattle, I have twelve. I have 
a big brother, he likes it here too. 
It is a pretty place. There are lots 
of pretty trees growing on the moun- 
tains. I live right along side of a 
mountain. I like to climb it, too. 


I like going to school 


MARJORIE DUNTELY, 


Age 11 years Mojave, Cal. 


BEES 


THE bees go humming through 
the flowers, 
Thusspending all their happy hours, 
Happy and busy all day long, 
While they sing this happy song, 
Bizz—Bizz—Bizz! 


HARRIET MCPHERSON, 


Age 8 years Pasadena, Cal. 


MY DEAR DOLLY 


LOVE my dear dolly, 
She seems to me quite real, 
I sleep with her at night, 
And how good it makes me feel. 


I have no brother or sister, 

So dolly has a lot to do, 

To keep me from being lonesome. 
Can your doll comfort you? 


DOROTHY DUNBAR, 


Age 7 years Chicago, Illinois 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


| WISH to become a member of the 

Joy Givers’ Club. And though I 
live in faraway China I wish to go 
by your motto, “The only joy I 
keep is what I give away.” 

The stories I send in will be true, 
and about China. I am inclosing 
two stories, “A Chinese Temple 
Fire, a story of a fire that I saw. 
Also I am sending a story, “‘A trip 
to Kuliang.’ As I myself have 
taken this trip ten (10) times I 
thought it would be interesting. 
The story of the temple fire is, as I 
said, one that I saw, and I am en- 


May, 1994 


Famous “CHICAGO” 
Rubber Tire 


Roller ~ Skates 


181 


Ne.181 Boys Noe.183Girls Ne. 186 Juvenile 


Noiseless No Slipping 
Shock Absorbing 


These are the very skates 
you want to enjoy the early 
Spring days. 

Something new to roller 
skating and it’s making a 
big hit. 

Order yours now, price 
$4.00. 


Chicago Roller Skate Co. 


The Development of 
Musical Accuracy 


The early years of child life, 
known as the “impressionistic age,” 
call for careful training and en- 
couragement. During this period 
the child’s mind, character and 
future are in the making. 

In laying the foundation of your child’s 
future, the natural love of music should be 
developed. 

The first essential in musical training is 
accuracy. In developing musical accuracy 
no other instrument can equal the Hohner 
Harmonica. True in tone, accurate in pitch 
and perfect in workmanship. Sold every- 
where with the Free Instruction Book, 50c up. 


OHNER 


The Children’s Party 
paper decorations 


ee 1 Ce a LULU! lh Se OOOO 


























Building 
Health in 





A®MS and legs at work in play! Youngsters 
growing sturdy and strong, while having 
the time of their lives: 

“Nothing Like It’—this Puffer-Hubbard 
Exerciser is in a class by itself for healthful 
exercise. Parents approve it; child-specialists 
endorse it; children love it. 

Good dealers sell it. Or you can order 
direct from us. No. 1 size—$15.00 prepaid. 
$16.50 for No. 2size. Write for free booklet. 


PUFFER-HUBBARD MFG. CO. 
2600 32nd Ave., So. 
MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 


PUFFER-HUBBARD 


Exerciser 


Distinctive Witncwirce 
etters 


100 Envelopes 
Your name and address “ 
on your stationery raises ene 
your correspondence above 
the ordinary. Insures return 
of misdirected mail. Assures 
_ lies being correctly addresed. 

x 0 


PRISCILLA PERSONAL 
PRINTED ST. 















STATIONERY 
consi: f 200 Single Sheets and 100 Envelopes 
ee amek in rich Blue on White 

Bond Paper. Send $1.00 today (west of 
Denver age Be cert) with jour 
name inly_ prin’ out: 
in, ines. Your Priscilla a 
tation: will arrive within a 
few ri . Money refunded if 
Voosed. Tr now. 
HERMAN GOLDBERGER 
110W High St. Boston, Mass. 
In business since 1899 


OAGMO 


._.= SKATES 


with the self-contained ball 
. bearing wheels, the truss 
frame construction and the 
- “rocking chair" movement 
~ are— 
“Young America’s 
"irst Choice” 


Ask your dealer for the 
skate with the RED DISC 





¥ 


Steel Tread or =" 
fiubber Tires “ 





$ 1 00 postpaid 






for 
WREN 
BUNGALOW 










and ROBIN 
NESTING 
LEDGE 


WIERSEMA BIRD 
HOUSE SHOP 
Sturgis, Michigan 





Joy Givers Club 


Please send my membership card 
to the following address. 


NAOMI CARTWRIGHT, 
Black Rock Hull, 
Foochow, China. 


P. S. I was eleven in October. My 
brother takes CHILD LIFE and we 
both enjoy it very, very, much. 
With Love, 
NAOMI. 


A TRIP TO KULIANG 
K ULIANG is a mountain sum- 


mer resort, about 2500 ft. 
above sea level. It belongs to a 
range of mountains that border 
Foochow. Kushan is to one side of 
it, and another mountain of about 
2000 ft. is on the other side. 

In Foochow May, June, July, 
August, and part of September are 
very hot. You get prickly heat, and 
there is a languor in the air that 
saps energy from everyone. Women 
and children find this very hard to 
stand, and men even, go to Kuliang 
to partially keep cool. 

The time comes near to go to 
Kuliang, and I get hotter, and 
hotter. As time flows sluggishly by, 
I begin to get excited and go around 
telling my friends that we are going 
to Kuliang next week. I feel happi- 
er and even cooler as I go about 
helping Mother sort and pack. I 
forget how hot it is and time flies. 

Mother goes upstairs and calls to 
me to come and sort out the clothes I 
wish to take with me, and to be sure 
to remember my bathing suit. She 
will look over the clothes I have se- 
lected lateron. Thenight before we 
go, we pack all the dishes, except the 
ones we will use in the morning, and 
pack as much bedding as we can, 
and we children go to bed. Mother 
and Father stay up later packing 
the little things that they had for- 
gotten before. 

Early in the morning I wake up 
as Father lifts me from my bed so 
that they can pack my bedding. I 
spring out of bed and dress eagerly. 
We go downstairs to breakfast, but 
I am far too excited to eat much. 
The load men come, with their 
pants rolled up above the knees, 
and naked to the waist except for a 
towel around their necks. And 
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TEACH YOUR CHILD 


at Home 


and give him practically the same 
educational advantages he would 
have at the best private school. 


One mother writes: ‘Calvert teaching has spoiled 
me for any other. Ss a matter of economy, I sent 
Harry to the local school this year, but the school 
suffered so by contrast with Calvert that I could 
not let him go on longer. I felt every day he was 
losing golden opportunities, for I realized that many 
things must be learned at just a certain age or be 
forever lost.” Write for information to 


CALVERT SCHOOL 
11 Chase St., Baltimore, Md. 


More 
Vacation 
Money 


| et oeee money is a mighty 
fine thing to have along 
onavacation. There’s always 
something turns up that you’d 
like to do if you could spare 
the money. 





The extra money that makes 
the vacation mean so much 
more can be earned in pleas- 
ant, enjoyable work between 
now and the time you are 
ready to go. 


Miss Mary E. Conant, last 
year earned enough to take 
her mother on a vacation to 
the White Mountains. Many 
others were able to go to 
places they could not other- 
wise have visited, to see new 
sights, enjoy a fine and better 
vacation because they used 
the Cuitp Lire subscription 
plan. 


You, too, can have that 
cherished vacation and make 
your bank account equal your 
demands. 


r —MAIL THE COUPON TODAY— 5 


CHILD LIFE | 
536 South Clark Street 
Chicago, Illinois 


Without obligation, tell me about your | 
plan to earn extra money for vacation. 


COR eRe eee eee Ree ee eee Ee 
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taking their ropes, they tie up their 
loads and are away, groaning under 
their eighty or ninety lbs. Soon we 
climb into our sedan chairs, (a chair 
made of wicker, bound between two 
bamboo poles.) There is a moment 
of confusion, then we settle into a 
steady swaying walk, and the 
silence of the early morning is 
broken only by the steady tread of 
the coolies. 
As we leave Foochow to cross the 
plain, we sing: 
Goodbye Foochow, 
Goodbye Foochow, 
Goodbye Foochow, 
We're sorry to leave, you know, 
But merrily we jog along, 
Jog Along, 
Jog Along, 
But merrily we jog along, 
Up cool Kuliang. 
to the tune of ‘Good Night Ladies.” 
We are carried along little paths 
between the rice fields, and rice 
brushes our chair. At the foot of 
Kuliang we stop, and the coolies 
have a cup of tea. Again we start, 
this time up the mountain itself. 
Now the coolies are more put to it, 
and there are frequent rests. The 
coolies swing the chair from 
shoulder to shoulder. Soon we 
reach the postoffice, then around 
the Horse Shoe Curve, another 
moment of confusion—then—we 
are there. 


NAOMI NAYLOR CARTWRIGHT 
Age 11 years Foochow, China. 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
I ENJOY CHILD LIFE very much. 

My mother and father gave 
CHILD LIFE to my sister and me for 
Christmas. 

Some of my favorite stories of 
CHILD LIFE are “The Crazy Story 
of Dizzy Lizzie,” “Just like This,” 
“Dick and Dolly,” “Plays and 
Pageants,’ “Types of Children,” 
‘In Music Land,” and all the poems 
and things to make. I enjoy the 
puzzle in the magazine every month 

CHILD LIFE surely keepsmebusy. 

I would like very much to become 
a Joy Giver. I have a gray cat 
named Peter. He can do many 
cute tricks. 

Yours lovingly, 
HELEN REYNOLDS, 
Terraville, S. D. 


CHILD LIFE 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


AM sending you some pictures 

of a play we had at our Valen- 
tine party. We got the play in 
the February CHILD LIFE. The 
name of it was ‘Midnight in Lace- 
land.” 

St. Valentine wore a kimona with 
white hearts pinned on it. 


I read the funny story of “Dizzy 
Lizzie’ to my little brother. 


Yours truly, 
BETH BLACK 
Richland Center, Wis. 


Age 10 years 


My dear Miss Waldo: 


AM very interested in The Joy 
Givers’ Club and like the motto 
too. 


THE WONDERFUL 
TREASURE 


NCE there was a group of 
fairies, a very pretty group too. 
They lived in a forest called Trea- 
sure Forest. Now all the little 
fairies had been trying in vain to 
find the treasure but had failed. 


Little Fairy Sunshine was deter- 
mined to find the treasure. She 
searched day and night but had no 
luck. 


Then one day she found behind 
a tree stump a package. She 
picked it up and opened it. To her 
surprise she found a magazine called 
CHILD LIFE. She had found the 
Treasure, and a very fine Treasure 
indeed. Wasn't it? 


Lots of love, 


JANE SMITH 


Charlotte, N. C. 
Age 1034 years 


May, 19% 


’ WHO'S WHO IN THE ZOO 


{Continued from page 312) 


Lucy Allen Morrill 

Margaret Musselman 

Eunice Morton 

Margaret Menke 

Catherine J. Massie 5 

Eva R. Mickey Sylvia W. Smith 
Ruth Mills Owen Sexsmith 
Mildred Morris Eveyin Schreiber 
Catherine Miller Christine Siegmund 
Madeline B. Murphy is 
Virginia Middleton 

Patricia M re 


Edna M. Miller 
Katharine Maxwell 
Mary V. Martin 
Florence Mousseau 
Ruby Miller 

Maty B. Montgomery 
— y aad 


Rosemary Smith 
Dorothea Smith 
Elizabeth J. Sutton 
M Sch 


Bar . 
Minnie Smita 
Elizabeth Sutton 
Clara E. Stone 
Genevieve Sleyster 


Walter Merrill, Jr. 
Roberta Melnnis 
Jeanne Morrison 
Jack Montgomery 
Lydia A. Myers 
Gretchen Magaret 
Julia Moore 

Ruth Emilie 

Jack Moss 

Olive K. Messer 


Esther Schnaldelbacbh 
Betty Mumpower Solm 
Langdon Manley 
Mary Meek 

Jean Maxwell 
Barbara Myles 
Helen Nichols 
Helen Nielsen 
Jane Nourse 
Eleanor Neal 
Rena E. Nassokin 
Mary Noil 

Alice Newton 
Jean Nemec 


Betty Schmacker 
Mary Strong 
Isabelle Sax 
LaVera Smith 


Jeannette Nickerson ith Sizer 
Nihart Gertrude E. Silvers 
jhannahan 


Jane 
Elizabeth Sturdevant 
Martha 


ener 

ym Margaret Shoemaker 
Frederick Oleson Eleanor Sanders 
Hedurg n Charlie Stutz 
Marcelle Ottley, Jr. 


D 

— eae O'Sullivan 
erman ge 

Elizabeth r 

Jack Wayne Poley 

Marjorie Pearce 


Carolyn Pforat 
_—- M. Pratt 


ompson 
Marjorie Von Brunn 
Rachel Van Allen 
Gora M. Voigt 


Clifton 
Jack P. Ravenscroft 
Marion Roberts 


ey Rup 
June Ry! er Frances Wimer 
pose H. Reed Alpha Wellenkotter 
Ryder Joseph Wallace 
Jane W. er Cozette Wilkinson 
— Wrett . 
argaret Wannemacher 
Ruth Woodward 
Minnie Ryan Robert _ R. Woodward 
Ruth Irene Reafsmider Elvise Warner 
Marguerite Wise 
Catherine Wallace 
Nancy Webber 
Dorothy H. Wright 
Kathryn Wharton 


Hilda Stouffer 
Wilella Storer 





A BOOK OF ENCHANTMENT 


_ would you 


do if you owned 
Aladdin’s wonder- 
ful lamp?P And 
would you like to 
have been with Ali 
Baba when he dis- 
covered the treas- 
ure cave of the 
Forty Robbers? 
These are only two 
among the many 
magic stories found 
in The Arabian 
Nights. 


a 


EAD The Arabian 
Nights if you 
want to share the 
greatest adventures 
and thrills any book 
ever provided. This 
editionis illustrated 
with twelve full- 
page color plates by 
Milo Winter. It 
presents the tales to 
you in the best and 
most entertaining 
form. 








Full-page color plate, actual size, from The Arabian Nights 


OURS of delight and wonder are pictures like the one above, Milo 

in store for the young person Winter, the illustrator, has brought 

who possesses this favorite edition to life with his brush, the genii, 

of the great ARABIAN NIGHTS caliphs, grand viziers and princesses 
ENTERTAINMENTS. In colored of these magic tales. 


The Arabian Nights 


Published by RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 42 E. 22d Street, New York 


This book is for sale by booksellers everywhere. If unable to obtain it locaily send $1.75 plus 10 cents postage 





Full-page color plate, actual size, f 


THE ILLUSTRATED BIBLE STORY BOO! 


Stories from the Old Testament attractively retold for little children by SEYMOUR LOVELAND 
and beautifully illustrated in color by MILO WINTER, the children’s own artist 


Published by RAND MSNALLY & COMPANY 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 42 E. 22d Street, New York 


This book is for sale by booksellers everywhere. If unable to obtain it locally send $2.00 plus 10 cents for posta . 








